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PREFACE. 



Ih presentiiig the foUoidngWoBK to tbe notice of lierFBiXKDt 
tadSuB8CBiBBBB, the AuTHOBESs has little to say, beyond express- 
ing her grateful acknowledgments for the kindness of their patronage. 
She hopes that the delay which has attended its publication since its 
first announcement will be excused by them, and attributed to the 
severe domestic affliction and bereavement, together with many un- 
avoidable obstacles with which she has had to contend. 
#^ 
On the sabject of the Pobms themselves, Hie Authobbss is 
aware that an objeetion might occur to the more critical on account 
•of the first Poem, which gives the Title, being too short and insigni- 
ficant for the leading situation it occupies : the fault of brevity will 
also attach to the succeeding pieces ; but she is led to hope that the 
prevailing taste will readily excuse a deficiency on this point. 

The Drama of Walbebo, altered to suit poetical purposes, was 
suggested by an episode in one of Mr. Matubin's works. 

Southwell, 

February 2, 1844. 
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THE EASTEBN PRINCESS. 



PART I. 



Faintly and tenderly the evening air 
Waved the dark tresses of her jewelFd hair ; 
Through open casements streamed the silvery smile 
Shed by the radiant moon, as if to wile 
The dreary darkness from the brow of night. 
And yield the earth's fair beauties into light. 
Without, sweet flowers blent their perfumed store 
To load the stealthy breeze, that hover'd o'er. 
Yet ^gh*d as still insatiate. — ^Wafted thence 
That odour, mingled with the varied scents 
Diffused from incense vases, glittering round ; 
While, on the ear, fell the voluptuous sound 
Of sparkling waters, murmuring in their fall — 
Else all was silence in that marbled hall. 

B 




10 THE EASTERN PRINCESS. 

While she, the goddess of the scene, alone 

Sat pale and pensively — as thoughts had flown 

In uncurb'd wanderings afar, and tears 

Bespoke their course was dimm'd by saddening feai's. 

Anon the flushing of her cheek betrayed 

That hopes were there to chase the passing shade ; 

And smiles illumed her sunny lip again. 

As yielding fitfully to fancy's reign 

The sudden kindling of her eyes outshone 

The brilliant flashes from her diamond zone. 

While the swift throbbings of her bosom own'd 

Whose power was there so tenderly enthron'd ! 

How more than fair ! how heavenly she seem'd 
In the soft light from coloured lamps that streamed 
Around her form, whose pliant grace outvied 
Alike the painter's dream, or sculptor's pride* 
She seem'd a being form'd for purer skies. 
Where dangers never frown, nor discords rise ; 
Where pleasures but in varied circles move. 
And all is harmony, and light, and love ! 
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But midnight's chime hath startled her repose^ 

. And with a trembling impulse she arose. 

Sweet was the hour for contemplation high^ 

For holy commune with the starry sky. 

For meek heart-searchings, when the chastening voice 

Of Nature wakes the soul to purer joys 

Than Day can boast — ^yet other hours above 

Its tender sweetness forms it most for love ! 

And she, the princess of those glittering towers 

Hath gladly changed their splendour for the bowers 

Nature alone makes fair. The night-birds' tone 

Broke not the silence on her ear alone. 

But those were mingling that to her could bring 

A solace for the keenest sufiering : 

The one dear voice, that more than music thrills. 

And with unutterable rapture fills 

The breast that yearns to catch the slightest sound 

That tenderness makes sacred — ever found 

The sweetest drops in memory's fount. O bliss ! 

Of all life's edens, none can equal this — 

The one pure sweet that hath no dark alloy ; 

For let that voice be heard, its tones bring joy ! 

B 2 




12 THB EASTERN PRINCESS. 

With hand fast lock'd in hand, and fond looks chain'd. 
But on each other's hrow they long remained. 
As though to end that gaze were hut to part 
With life's hest charm — until the o'ercharged heart 
Strives to relieve itself in gentle words 
That tremhle like the deep impassion'd chords 
From whence they spring, and in their gushing flow 
Breathing the fervour of love's rapturous glow. 

Yet other themes soon crowded o'er each mind. 

And hroke the trance which passion loved to hind ; 

While fearful hodings hlanch'd the maiden's cheek. 

As now of war's dark chances would she speak. 

And unto him, her spirit's lord, confide 

The deep anxiety she might not hide : — 

** Oh Zarim ! best beloved ! my bosom knows 

One only care 'mid all the bliss it owes 

To love and thee; yet that, so strong, so deep. 

It haunts me through the day, and mars my sleep : — 

Fraught with such misery, my tortured brain 

Orows wild, grows frantic, 'neath its harrowing pain I 
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Zaiim ! thou know'st what this must be— can'st guess 
The source of this most cruel wretchedness : — 
Wherefore, O, wherefore is thy purpose bent 
To win the conqueror's feme ? — ^why seek the tent 
With its rude turmoils, when my lonely bower 
Lacketh thy welcome step ? — ^what higher power 
Should ought possess, to win the captured soul 
Of him who swears to own love's fond control ? — 
What magic have the frays, so oft renew'd 
With the dark prince of Odir's isle — the rude. 
Yet treacherous Azoel ? — as if thy life 
Were far less valued than this hateful strife ! " 



" — ^And dost thou ask of Zaiim, why his sword 

Remains unsheath'd, while yonder island's lord 

Revels in reckless tyranny and pride, — 

While peace and virtue from his footsteps hide. 

And deeds that shun the day do hourly call 

On heaven's avenging justice for his fall ! 

And more — oh, more than this — do I not know. 

Yet bum and rave to think, his odious vow 

Was breathed unto my own Carizme ? — that he sought 

The heaven of her love ? — O monsUow^ XViou'gBX.V— -^ 
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That unrepulsed, base menaces were tried 

To win compliance that the will denied: — 

Nay^ even now, perchance, some wily snare 

May Imrk to lure thee unto danger's lair. 

O guard thee well, Carizme ! it was wrong 

To venture from thy palace walls, among 

These dim, embowering shades. — O hie thee hence. 

And heaven's sweet mercy be your true defence. 

Until to-morrow's sun shall rightly show. 

To whom th^ triumph, or whose the overthrow : 

For, loveliest princess, lo ! my nervous grasp 

Trembles impatiently until it clasp 

The weapon that shall soon decide the fate 

Of Zarim or Azoel ! " 

" And must I wait 
In such soul-harrowing suspense P — O think 
On all that rests upon thy weapon's brink ! 
For, losing thee, my life would but become 
A worthless waste of misery and gloom ! 
Yet no ! I will not dwell on this ; — and see 
The lights that grace yon hall invitingly ; 
Now will we strive by music's winning wile. 
And the bright sparkling of the goblet's smile. 
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To WOO our souls unto the realms that bless 
Votaries, like us, to love and happiness!" 

She placed her small and beauteous hand in his^ 
Which felt the pressure of his burning kiss» 
And led him to the gorgeous bowers, where blent 
The rays fipom lamps with the bright glinmierings sent 
From gilded waUs,— where hung, in vivid glow. 
The fairest dreams the painter's art could throw 
On the cold canvass, — forms, whose heavenly guise 
Overcome the wondering vision with surprise. 
That life coidd there be wanting : — ^mutely round, 
A train of servitors appeared, who crowned 
The board with all that luxury could display. 
Whither the smiling princess bent her way. 
With the proud Zarim at her side : a pair. 
Than our first parents, not less fond or fair. 
Nor scarce less happy, in their sinless youth. 
With yet unclouded heaven of love and truth ! 

With look of queenly pomp and pride — an air 
Albeit her features were but school'd to wear. 
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She graced the sparklmg board, and unto him 
She pledged her glistening wine-cup's ruby brim ; 
With smiles of courteous sweetness fondly placed 
The fair and luscious fruits to woo his taste ; 
And bade a strain of swelling music rise 
To feast the ear with thrilling melodies. 
And as the magic chords awoke around. 
Her brow its passing haughtiness unbound. 
And in the witching softness of her mien. 
The yielding soul's fuU tenaemess was seen. 
And passion wearing now no cold disguise. 
Shone forth in tremulous fleishes from her eyes — 
A flood of feelings (words were little worth 
Their deep intensity to body forth) 
Kept her still silent 

At length a pause 
Bade utterance pay the tribute of applause — 
When, as if guided by some fond conceit. 
She tum'd to Zarim, and in accents sweet 
Besought a trial of his skill, and bent 
Towards him a small and dulcet instrument 
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That summons woke bim from a listless trance^ 

Whose source might scarcely be defined : — ^perchance 

His bosom was too full for perfect joy — 

For love's excess doth bring its own alloy 

In the heart-scalding fears that must arise 

While thus our all in one dear object lies : — 

Albeit not Ait a spirit prone to dwell 

On sorrowing dreams, while those of witching spell 

Enhanced his senses by their sweetness. Now 

He stood before his bosom's queen ; his brow 

Glow'd as though ev'n triumphantly it own'd 

The more than slave-like homage it enthroned ; 

And gazing tenderly on her the while 

His features soften'd to a soothing smile. 

He hastened to obey her wish, and sought 

In song to murmur thus each passionate thought. — 

ZARIM'S ADDRESS TO CARIZME. 



f€ 



Thou art my only thought by day. 
My only dream' by night. 
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The only star, whose genial ray 
Shall form my guiding light 

I never for one moment lose 
The memory of thy power; 

Thine image still my fancy woos. 
To gild each ahsent hour. 

And oh ! extatic joy is mine, 

A very heaven of bliss. 
When fortune brings my form near thine. 

And thy bright witcheries 
Entrance mine every glowing sense. 

With rapture's purest thrill : — 
Such raptures have an influence. 

To charm each after ill. 

For thus to gaze upon thy brow. 

So nobly fair and bright ; 
To watch those i^diant eyes, as now. 

Melting in liquid light ! 
To look upon thy cheek's soft bloom. 

To trace the smiles that wreathe 
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Thy beauteous lip, whose faint perfume 
Hallows the air I breathe. 

And more than all, — to feel, to know. 

That loves own tender sway. 
Hath given thy cheek so bright a glow. 

Thine eye so soft a ray. 
O ! is not this supreme delight P 

And joy intense is mine. 
As those sweet tokens bless my sight. 

And chain me ever thine !*' 



Her heightened blushes check'd his glowing strain, 
^ While, with averted cheeks, she sought in vain 
To shade them from his view :— capricious grown» 
As thus her fickle pride refused to own 
How dearly welcome came that flattering theme ^ 
From lips so loved as his. — ^And now, t'would seem, 
A shade of truer grief obscured the beam 
Of smiles that lingered on her brow, — and shed 
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The pallid hue of dim regret instead ; 

For time's fleet pinions hrought th« moment neai*^ 

That wakes the lover's sad^ subduing fear. 

Alas ! that this fond woe should be ! that fate. 

In wayward coldness, e'er should separate 

Those whom young love unites ! — O wherefore part 

The outward form, when nought may rive the heart 

From its fixed hold ! — ^And now the falling tear. 

And struggling sigh, proclaun their parting near : 

And the prolonged and passionate embrace. 

In which each fond emotion hath a place. 

Is theirs, in transient but mournful bliss :— 

Theirs the fond pressure, and the fervent kiss. 

And every token that may sadly tell. 

That love hath but to breathe his fond farewell ! 

How soon that word is said ! how soon 'tis o'er ! 
The yearning sight is gladden'd then no more 
With the one form it wonships ; — dark and drear. 
The radiant scene doth suddenly appear. 
When love withdraws the light, which touches all 
With smiling hues where'er its beams may fall ! 
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And to the ear that late with ecstasy. 
Drank in the tender murmurs of love's sigh. 
How harsh, how grating, other sounds will seem ! 
Like chasing the sweet memory of a dream. 
With cold reality. 

But slumher*s reign 
Reviews each scene of happiness again : 
And gladly hath Carizme sought her rest. 
To view the visionings which love hath hlest; 
To find in hlissful dreams, the form restored 
Of him to whom her fondest vows were pour*d ; 
Again to view each captivating grace. 
Which form'd her life's most pleasing charm to trace : 
these usurped her every thought hy day. 
And her night visions shared the same hright ray. 
If there his presence dwelt, which could confer, 
A world of countless happiness on her. 



THE EASTERN PRINCESS. 



PART 11. 



'Twas morn — triumphant morn, that eastern land 
Woke mito life, as tho' some fairy wand 
Had tinted. all with hues, in splendour hright. 
And brought a world, all beauty, unto light ; 
Gladness and joyousness were mingling there. 
In ereiy sound that broke the slumbering air. 
And laughing sun-beams there their lustre threw. 
To gild with radiance every earthly hue. 
And all things looked so pure, so bright, the heart 
With such gay loveliness should bear a part. 

But to Carizme's vacant gaze, there seem'd 
No cheering gladness from the rays that beam'd 
From the blight orient skies, — for her in vain 
Sweet 2#ephyrs wanton 'd o'er the floweiy plain ; 
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No fragrant freshness may the breeze impart. 
When anxious fevers prey upon the heart. 
And fears, yet indistinct, enrobe the soul. 
And the mind struggles vainly to control 
The images of dread, which darkly rise 
To dim the light of hope's sweet paradise. 

And thus with that fair princess,— one dark thought 
Alone upon her tortured fancy wrought : 
The dreadful conflict of that day, — the fate 
That horrid chance might leave her desolate : — 
O what overwhelming woe that picture bears ! 
O what may soothe such soul-tormenting fears ! — 
In vain her lute's sweet numbers woo her hand. 
Or willing slaves await each light command ; 
Vain were each pastime to awake a smile, 
No charm, may solace, and no art beguile 
The joyless soul that pines beneath the force 
Of absence from the being it adores. 

Yet ever and anon sweet hopes would throw. 
Over her fancy an awakening glow. 
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As memory loved to linger on each trace 
Of fondness answering to her own^ — and place 
Again before her mental sights the whole 
Sweet history of their mutual love. Her soul 
Drinks in again the bliss that thrill'd it o'er^ 
When first each spirit strove^ in vows^ to pour 
Its unchecked fondness. Then the glance of pride^ 
The smiles^ whose tenderness might scarcely hide 
Their look of triumph : then the honied tone. 
The low and trembling murmurs, which alone 
Are passion's language, when it first will dare 
To find an utterance for its tender prayer : — 
Oh, these sweet memory restored ! Again 
Her fancy revell'd in the blissful tnin 
Of images, which Hope and Love inspire : 
Pure, bright, and glowing, as their hallow'd fire ! 
And in the picture, which her fancy rear'd. 
The future, too, in smiling hues appeared. 
And brought the conquering Zarim to her feet ; 
Their love triumphant, and their bliss complete ! 

Again sad changes o'er her spirit come. 
And sunshine vanishes before the gloom 
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Of apprehension's dark and troubled sway : 
For the hot, tedious noon hath pass'd away. 
And still no tidings of her absent lord 
A single gleam of cheering hope afford. 
The lily's hue were scarce more palely fair 
Than that which now her sadden'd features wear. 
As counts she thus the moments o'er that seem 
So painfully prolong'd, she half might deem 
That Time had changed his wonted pace to throw 
An added anguish o'er his dreary flow. 
O this is lore's worst trial ! thus to wait 
For steps that yet approach not, to abate 
Our harrowing anxiety. O 'tis to fling 
A very age of keenest suffering 
Unto each moment's space — and thus she feels. 
That l(mly princess : this the pang that steals 
The sweet composure from her guileless breast, 
And nought may soothe its anguish unto rest 

She sits beside her marble fountain's brim : 
Its coolness reaches not her brow ; and dim 
With distant gaanng are her tear-fiU'd eyes, 
WheD, lo ! a sudden tumult seem'd to rise 
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On the hush'd gale. She rose, and vainly prest 
Her hand ingdnctiTely upon her breast. 
To stall its loud and painful throb. Again, 
Her ear hath caught an echo o'er the plain. — 
how her spirit hounded with delight ! 
For Hope now gare her Zarim to her sight, 
And whispered that a few short moments more 
Her bosom's lord would to her arms restore ! 

Louder and nearer came the sounds ; and now 

Distinctly could she mark their troubled flow: 

For tones of mournful wailings there were blent 

With rage impetuous, on revenge intent^— 

what might they portend ? Could such proclaim 

A conqueror's retom—- a victor's fame ? 

No tongue may tdl the agony of dread 

That o'er her maddening senses now was spread : 

'Twould have been mercy to have sta3r'd the tide 

Of life, ere yet her fears were verified ; 

For now a train in sudden silence moved. 

Who bore the imconscious form of him she loved \ 

Sadly and solemnly they wend their way 

Unto that stately hall ; and there they lay 

^1 
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Their burthen at her feet. O wild despair ! 
Life, animation, breath, are wanting there ! 
And with a shriek, whose woeful cadence rang 
With chilling sadness o'er each heart, she sprang 
Forward with wild impetuous grief, and prest 
That dear, yet bleeding, form unto her breast 
All gazed on her with moistened eyes ; nor spake ;•- 
'Twould have been useless to essay to wake 
Her spirit from its transfix'd agony. 
Its awfulness of woe ! And from her eye 
No tear relieved the burning of her brain; 
But hers was one intensity of pain ! 
O woe unutterable ! the only grief 
Which nerer dies, nor knows a calm relief^ 
To gaze upon the form, on which we pour 
Our spirit's whole devotion, when no more 
Its fondness is returned, and all in vain 
We strive to woo an answering glow again ; 
When pure afiection^s voice awakes no breath. 
And all is darkness, silence, coldness, death ! 
To yearn for tender beams firom eyes that shone 
So fondly once on ours ; when light hath flown 
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For ever from them, O pale Sorrow ! hers 
Thou bast thy hanquet ! for thy rankling spear 
May not inflict a deeper wound than this— - 
Poor human nature's worst of miseries ! 



— The proud Azoel hanquets in his hall^ 
And circling wine-cups celehrate the fall 
Of his no longer dreaded rival. Joys, 
Whose sweet intoxication drown the voice 
Of pale compunction, lavishly were his ; 
And his soul revell'd in triumphant hliss ; 
When, lo ! a messenger in haste appears. 
Who now to him a welcome summons hears. 
Even from the haughty princess who had spum'd 
His suit so coldly once. O had she tum'd 
An eye of sweet approval on the deed 
Of that blest day ! O was the victor's meed 
To be her smiles ! O soul-enchanting thought! 
No cold misgivings o'er his senses wrought. 
But all impatiently he sought to win 
The sweet society of her whose mien 
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Would bend on him in kindness ; then each charm^ 
Which e'en in absence bade his heart^pulse warm^ 
Would bless his sight with rapture ; and he flew 
To taste the pleasure which his fancy drew. 

He found the queenly maiden on a throne 
Which eastern pomp and luxury had strewn 
With mingled treasures. Bending mutely round 
Were slaves^ who viewed with wonderment profound 
The mien of their loved princess : there she sate^ 
A very statue on that throne of state ! 
Moveless^ and pale, and cold : no look might tell 
The feelings that usurp'd her soul : a spell 
Seem'd to enchain her senses 'neath its thrall. 
So heedless, passionless she seem*d ; and all 
Fear'd that her reason's sway would scarcely bear 
The widow'd anguish that her fate must share. 

But soon the dark Azoel she descried^ 
And instantly a glance of kindling pride 
Illumed her hrcm with triumph ; and a smile 
Of fair and specious courtesy the while 
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Pky'd round her lip, as gracefolly the rose 

To welcome him : her condesoensioii throws 

A gleam of thrilling mpture o'er his frame 

While with smooth, flattering words that might proclaim 

His ready homage, — ^he, with hended knee, 

Own'd her his spirit's sde divinity ! 

All look'd with wonder on a scene so strange, 
And viaw'd with amdoos eyes the sadden change 
That wrought her from an image of despair. 
To one which life and gladness only wear. 
And now she pointed where the costly hoard 
In rich voluptuousness for him was stored. 
There at his side reclined with graceful ease. 
And mov'd his soul with winning courtesies. 
Anon she raised the wine-cup's ruby brim. 
And pledged its sparkling contents imto him : 
And soon 'twas answer'd ; in the same red tide 
He pledged the love she now had gratified 
With hope's kind radiance; and his looks exprest 

r 

The uncurVd passion of his glowing breast. 
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With seeming pleasure did she hear his vow. 
Nor check'd the tender hopes that warm'd the flow 
Of language on his tongue ; and long she hore 
Her share in that night's festal mirth ; and o'er 
Her mien no cold reserve was thrown^ to shade 
The dazzling lustre which her charms displayed. 

Now she extended pla3rfully her hand 

To that enamour'd prince — ^her smiles hut fann*d 

The fire of his soul ; as leading him 

She reached a chamher of that palace — dim 

And spacious it appeared — hut paused she not. 

But led him forward to a lonely spot 

Where stood her regal couch ; and then her eye 

Was tum'd on him so full and meaningly. 

He almost started 'neath its glance. And now 

A sudden majesty o*erspread her hrow, 

And lightning flashes kindled in her eye, 

And her pale cheek assumed a crimson dye, . 

As thus she spake : 

"O here, even here, to thee. 
Dark prince, I hid a welcome ! See, O see^ 
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The bridal chamber bere^ where faithful love 

Shall hallow'd be, and honored, far above 

His usual worship. See, the bridal bed ; 

Myself the bride in eager fondness led ! 

But who the bridegroom P Prince of Odir's Isle, 

Unbend thy haughty brow : relax thy smile ! 

The bridegroom of my love, he who alone 

My young heart's tenderness might ever own. 

Awaits me now ! O see how sweetly fair 

He lies in slumber, that we, too, must share !" 

And flinging back the draperies that hide 
Her Zarim*s form, she gain'd his clay-cold side. 
And wreath'd her anns in fondness o'er him still. 
Nor shrank nor shudder'd at death's icy chill ! 

Again she tum'd to him, who, wondering, stood. 
As tho' the rushing current of his blood 
Was chain'd by sudden ice. Once he essay'd 
To turn from that dark scene ; albeit she stay'd 
His lingering step, with words whose deadly spelj 
O'er his astoimded senses keenly fell^ 
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With tortures more than daggers could impart. 
As thus she strove to wring his callous heart. 

" O proud Azoel ! wherefore turn aside ? 
Why shade thine eyes^ a sight so faur to hide P 
Thus am I happy ! for no mortal hand 
Again may sunder love's firm faithful band. 
O Death— cold visitant art thou ! yet sweet 

When twining souls in thy dark empire meet. 

« 

Behold me now ! O gaze, while yet thou may'st ! 

'Tis thine own work : aye, thine the hand that chased 

Life, — gladness from our path : yet not alone 

Are we the victims of thy crime ; — thine own 

Sin-darken'd course is drawing to its close. 

And soon thou It slumber in thy last repose ! 

Ha ! now I mock thy fears ! a lingering ray 

Of sweet enjo3anent cheers my dim decay : 

That pleasure springs from taunting thus the foe 

Whose blackened hate hath caused this needless woe ! 

My veiy spirit laughs in mockery ! 

The health, Azoel ! that I pledged to thee. 

How sweet its poison'd tide ! and the same draught 

By thee, thou trusting fool ! was rightly quaff'd. 



THE EASTERN PRINCESS. 36 

And thou can'st ne'er a boastful triumph clahn 
er one who far eclipsed in love and fame 
His dastard slayer. — 

" But, farewell to all ! 
My spirit now unbinds its earthly thrall. 
Dim stupor wreathes my veins, and chills their flow : 
Back on my heart no pulse returns : my brow 
Throbs with a maddening sense of leaden pain. 
And all is chaos in my darkened brain ! 
Now for love's latest clasp ; that ne'er may be 
Again unloosed by this world's treachery. 
For now I feel thy withering hand, O Death ! 
And as I welcome thee, my fleeting breath 
Blesses that Power who heard my desolate call. 
And gave such sweet revenge for Zarim's fall ! " 



NIGHT. 



How sweet to me^ when day is done. 
The soothing hours of leisure won. 
From all the husy toil and strife. 
And trouhling thoughts that darken life — 
How sweet to yield those hours to thee. 
Enchanting queen of poesy ; 
And feel thine influence bestow. 
Unto the breast a kindred glow : 
Oft as thy hallowed visions throng. 
Unloosing all the tides of song. 
Till even, as by a spell, the soul 
Is captured by thy sweet control. 
And not a thought or sense is free 
From thine enchanting witchery. 
And o'er the breast no feelings stray 
But such as own thy gentle sway ; 
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When ev*n the brow hath cast aside 
Its mask of recklessness or pride ; 
And all is stillness on the air. 
And not a worldly taint is there : 
O then, how dearer far to me 
Than all the joys of gaiety ; 
Than all the pleasures that belong 
To lighted hall or glittering throng: 
How far more valued, one lone hour 
Pass'd in my silent, star-lit bower. 
Revelling in poetic dreams, 
Enrich'd by Fancy's golden beams. 
For round each mystic vigil then 
A holy charm diffuses, when 
Upwards the burning glance will turn 
All heaven's deep mysteries to learn : 
When powerfully upon the breast 
Are vivid impulses imprest; 
And gleams from a diviner sphere 
Entrance the wondering spirit here : 
When Nature hath a language heard 
In every tonci the viewless bird 
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Pours forth unto the ear of night: 
In every leaf^ whose whispers light 
Are answering to the magic breeze 
That wakes their elf-like revdries — 
A language felt and understood. 
Mid silence and mid solitude : 
Filling, yet voicelesdy, the air, 
Hush'd as the dews descending there. 
Yet blending ereiy earthly thing 
In meek, mysterious communing. 
The language which the winds repeat 
Unto each bending flower they meet. 
In which the water's murmur'd bliss 
Bears token of the moonbeam's kiss. 
The mystic converse which each star 
Maintains, as its revolving car 
Is gliding thro' the blue expanse 
Of heaven, in quenchless radiance. 
— Tis then her spirit breathes around 
An hour so solemnly profound. 
And Inspiration's fervid mien 
Endues with hallow'd channs the scene. 
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With sacred awe the heart is thrill'd. 

As thus the busy soul is fiU'd 

With high and pure imaginings. 

And upwards soars/ on buoyant wings ; 

Forgetful of the backward chain 

That binds her to the dust again. 

Oh to enjoy a time so blest. 

Of earth the very heavenliest ; 

So touchingly sublime, each sense 

Seems chasten'd 'neath its influence ; 

And all the wearying thoughts that press 

With such important earnestness 

Even through sun-bright holirs to shade» 

Their gladness from our being— fade 

To utter nothingness away. 

So potent and so pure its sway ; 

So soothing to the mournful heart 

That long hath view'd her joys depart. 

And weeps o*er many a sorrowing change 

All present still in memory's range. 

Till even' tear those feelings wake 

Less sadly flows : till thoughts forsake 
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Their dim and darken*d course, as dew 

Refreshes what it weeps o*er too ; 

And ev'n unto the heart where pride 

Its surface long hath steel'd ; where hide 

The snares of many a selfish aim, 

'Mid red amhition's grasping fame, 

Nurtur'd in guile, and taught to prize 

A false world's worthless pageantries : 

0, even unto him will come. 

Amid the depths of midnight gloom. 

Strange whisperings, he yet would shun, 

Of things he scarce dare think upon. 

The still small voice that icill he heard. 

When conscience from her slmnhers stirr'd. 

Reveals the littleness of all 

That doth the worldling's mind enthrall : 

Rending the veil that hath ohscured 

The images of truth, and lured 

To vain unme^ng things each thought. 

Which now, with nohlei^ purpose fraught, 

Looks hack, in sorrowful review. 

O'er every mis^spent hour he knew,— 

D 
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O'er all his energies mis-placed ; 

While memory, like a trackless waste. 

No sweet and soothing record bears. 

To calm his doubts, or chase his fears. 

— Nor yet alone to him, the hour 

Is fraught with such soul-chastening power: 

To the lowly mind and gentle breast. 

Where humbly pious feelings rest. 

That views the gaudy glare of life 

In its true garb of sullying strife. 

And long hath fixed its pure delight 

On things more sure and hopes- more bright,- 

O, imto him, how sweet to fling 

Each earthly thrall aside, and bring 

His contemplative soul to share 

The holy calmness; — ^when each prayer. 

His grateful spirit pours on high. 

Breathes of more true divinity; 

As to that scene a charm he ow'd 

To bring him nearer to his God. — 

Aye, all thy sway must love to woo. 

So mild, and yet so potent too. 
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The fever'd lip, and aching brow. 
The breast where stormy passions flow. 
Where fierce and wild emotions swell 
In tumult irrepressible ; 
0, shall not he rejoice to feel 
Thy cooling air, like balsam, steal 
Over each throbbing sense, — to find 
Thy sweet composure o'er his mind 
Relieve its burning anguish ; dark 
Howe'er his soul may be, the spark. 
Not yet extinct, of hope shall throw 
Some gleams to gild his cheerless woe. 

But dearer far, more welcome still. 

That hour steals o'er the heart, where thrill 

The spells of poesy, — to him 

All nature is most dear ; the dim^ 

Uncertain twilight hath a charm 

O'er his expansive soul, — the calm 

Around is suited to the flow. 

The gushing flow, of song ; below. 

The earth, with all her smiles at rest. 

Seems in her sleep the loveliest \ 
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Wliile all that meets his gaze on high> 

Is softness and tranquillity; 

O then, how busily will throng 

The images of fancy ; strong 

Upon his soul her spells will be. 

Till life hath no reality ; 

Till worlds, all strange and wondrous, win 

His every sense to revel in 

The visions they inspire. None 

May tell the mystic power they own : 

O none may know the strange delight 

His spirit takes in dreams so bright. 

— The poet ! well I know his fate. 

Is mark'd as drear and desolate : 

Lonely he yet must be ; — for him 

The charms of social life are dim ; 

He hath no real companionship 

Amid society : — his lip 

Knows not to wear unmeaning smiles. 

While worldly thoughts, and plotting wiles. 

His heart hath e*er disdain'd to learn ; 

Dearer by far to him, to turn 
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From things like these aside^ and live 

Alone for his sweet muse ; to give 

His whole existence, gladly too. 

Her high ethereal gifts to woo. 

Such, child of song, thou art ; nor lives 

A heing less earthly, — that receives 

Of taints of worldliness so few, — 

As though each joy his spirit knew 

Came from a source more pure and free, — 

A sphere of lighter harmony. 

— ^And thus, O Night ! thy placid mien 

Receives his homage, and hath heen 

The theme of many a gushing strain, 

Pour'd 'neath the influence of thy reign ; — 

And such thou must continue ; long 

As feeling wakes the inspired song : 

Aye, with his hreath alone shall part 

Thine influence o*er the poet's heart. 



HAPPINESS. 



A POETIC SKETCH. 



Thou lingerest not 'mid the homes of men« 
Thou blessed spirit ! And wherefore then ? 
Art thou not woo*d to their yearning breasts ? 
Do they not pant for thy rich behests ? 
Oh ! wherefore hastens thy radiant wing 
Away from all earthly suffering, — 
Leaving a world, thy smiles might cheer. 
Dark as a living sepulchre P 

I've pray'd to thee, but thou answered'st not ! 
'Mid sorrow and darkness hath been my lot, — 
And all my dreams of thy sphere of light 
In dimness vanish' d, 'mid care's dull blight ; 
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And I ask'd. Unto aD an thoa tfaos nnkiMnni ? 
Have gleams of thy faearenhr spell ne'er shone ? 
And I look'd aiound for Ule's scenes of bliss» — 
And my search was — hmnan happiness ! 

First, I stood, where a londy bower 
Sheltered two fonns thio* the noontide hour ; 
And I mark'd the light in their eyes that glow*d, — 
And I traced the fondness firom whence it flow*d : 
Oh ! the gushing forth of each young heart then, — 
All trust, — aU tenderness ; — ^never again 
May my spirit respond to tones so blest. 
As thrillM thro' each raptur'd lover's breast ! 

And my bosom whisper'd. Herein is bliss : 
If the heart hath an Eden, it dwells in this ; — 
In the first pure love which the soul pours forth. 
Fresh as the spring at its stainless birth. 
And I gazed on that fond and faithful pair. 
Loitering in trance-like rapture there. 
Till my envious bosom swell'd to see 
That such bliss could live, yet not for me ! 
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For I deem'd their joys were pure as bright. 
That nought could sully their full delight : 
But I mark'd a shadow of sadness speed 
Over each brow, and the light recede, — 
The joyous light from each love-fill'd eye. 
And a cloud of dark despondency 
Chase from the lip its flushing red ; 
And I knew that happiness then had fled ! 

For a parting hour had then to come. 
And Love's sweet heaven was robed in gloom : 
Oh, none but a lover's heart may know 
The harrowing fears, the sickening woe. 
Which ev'n the manliest soul must bear. 
When torn from all that it doats on here ! — 
And I tum'd me away, for the charm was gone ; 
And sorrow reign'd o'er that scene alone ! 

"—Next, I was near a dream of joy ! 

A mother gazed on her infant boy : 

And, oh ! the love which that look exprest. 

And the trembling fondness that shook her breast ! 
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Wliile a saint-like hue o*er her features wrought. 
And her prayers with a holy zeal were fraught. 
As she knelt to heaven, for its blessed spell, 
Ev'n like a halo, o'er him to dwell ! 

And oft, as the smiles of that cherub shone. 
And its infant pressure retum'd her own. 
Well might I trace, in that mother's eye, 
A gleam of in-born felicity ; — 
And proudly she look'd, as her thoughts swept on 
To future years, which all brightly shone ; 
And I did not deem that a cloud could rest 
'Mid the glad aun^shine of her breast ! 



But I was wrong, — for a struggling sigh 
' Broke the illusion suddenly : — 

And I look'd on her placid brow again. 

And I knew that her thoughts were mournful then ; 

That dark forebodings, and anxious fears. 

Of all that might mar life's opening years. 

Heavily swept o'er her soul, to chase 

BUss from its transient resting-place. 
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And then I tarried no longer there. 

But sought, *mid a household band, to share 

The thankful spuit that flow'd around. 

When the decline of day unbound 

The tide of social intercourse ; 

When the heart expands 'neath the gentle force 

Of warm aiSections, and kindred ties, 

And the mingling of tender sympathies ! 

And a blissful sight it was, to see 

How flow'd each heart in its unchecked glee : 

To watch the bound of awakenM mirth. 

And the ray of gladness that lit the hearth ; 

While cheerful and happy voices there. 

Fell with a charm upon the ear ; 

And on every brow hung calm delight, — 

And I scarce could picture a scene more brigbt ! 

For within that circle were>snowy age. 
Content* with an useful pilgrimage; 
And children, that round their grandsire prest. 
Waking new life in his time-worn breast ; 
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And the brow of manhood, serene and high ; 
And the glistening light of woman's eye ; 
While forms and features of youthful pride. 
Tranquilly hung hy their parents* side. 

what, from a scene all fair like this. 
Could scare the hovering dove of peace ; 
Could chill the spirit's hilarious flow. 
And darken with sudden grief each hrow P 
Nought hut a word, — which, all thoughtlessly. 
Was half pronounced, 'mid their careless glee ; 
A word, — which yet had a magic spell 
To stir the depths in each hosom's cell. 

Twas the naatu of one^ then a wanderer lone. 

Whom the world from his childhood's home had won ! 

And around that hearth was a vacant place, — 

And within each hosom a fadeless trace 

Dwelt of that ahsent one ; and now. 

Even for him, o'er his father's hrow 

Was scatter'd a shade of thoughtful care ; 

And the spirit of sadness linger'd there ! 
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And I fled from his mother's tear-dimm*d eye. 
And the yearning tone of his brethren's sigh ; 
Swiftly I fled ; for my soul was chill'd. 
And my brain with troubling thoughts was fill'd : 
For then I learnt, — in my anguish then, — 
That the vision I fondly sought was vain ; 
That all vainer than air the hope must he. 
To link happiness with our destiny ! 

Seek her not ! ye, who vainly mourn 
For the beam of her blessed smile, to turn 
Each cup of gall unto joy's sweet stream. 
Fling from your hearts the futile dream ! 
Seek her not here ! for 'mid earth's dull space. 
There dwells for her wing no resting-place ; 
And her home is afar, — ^in a holier sphere ; 
— Pray, children of sorrow, to meet her there ! 



SABINUS AND EPPONIN A. 



Sabivub was a leader in a revolt of the Gauls from the Boman 
empire. Upon the defeat of his party, he might easily have fled into 
Oennany with his friends, but was withheld by his love of a young 
ind virtuous wife, whom he could neither bear to leave, nor possibly 
cany with him. He had subterraneous caverns, very deep and spa- 
dous, in which he concealed a portion of his treasures, and accom- 
panied by Eppohina, took up his abode in them, after setting fire td 
his conntry-house, and thereby creating a supposition of his being 
consumed in the flames. For nine years they resided in this melan- 
choly retreat, Eppohina very rarely going forth into the city, but 
preferring to bury herself alive with her husband. After that feriod, 
t discovery ensued, and they were carried prisoners to Rome, and 
brought before the Emperor Vespasian ; but though his pity was 
•trongly awakened, a mistaken sense of rigid policy prevented his 
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giving way to it, and they were both condemned to die. Plbtaech 
imputes the extinction of Vespasian's family (which ended in his two 
sons) to the vengeance of the gods for that deed. 

Abridged from Crevier's History of the Roman Empire, 



Hark ! 'tis the clash of quivering steel, — 'tis the battle's 
deaf ning note ! 

And Rome's imperial tide, to-day, with a crimson blush 
doth float ! 

Brightly her peaceful sun looks down, fair are her tran- 
quil skies; 

But, alas ! from the flowery plains beneath, the yells of 
carnage rise ! 



c. 



Woe, to the arms of hapless Gaul ! woe, to their ban- 

ner'd pride ! 
Woe, i;o their crush'd and fainting cause, — its latest 

hope hath died ! 
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Woe, to the young and gallant heart, their leader in 

that field. 
For flight and shame must he his meed, — 'twere instant 

death to yield ! 

He seeks a lone and safe retreat : hrave comrades meet 

him there; 
Who urge him to forsake those shores, their wandering 

course to share: 
They tell him that defeat hath sear'd his name with 

treason's hrand, — 
That dangers fill each hour ; in vain, — he cannot leave 

that land ! 

There is a tie that, more than fame or honour, hinds 
him here; 

There is a spell, he cannot hreak, — a hope, than life 
more dear ! 

There is a thought, which in his soul, wakes more de- 
spair than all 

The horrors that overwhelm the fate of proud yet stricken 
Gaul! 
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The farewell word hath past, and lost is fnendship'fl^ 

warning tone; 
And he stands beneath the setting sun, an outcast, sni ■] 

alone ! 
But yesterday ! and warlike hosts obey'd his leading 

word ! 
While halls of pillared state were his, — and wealth, a 

countless hoard ! 

No marvel that his brow was dark — dark as each mad- 
dening thought : 

No maiTel that* her blighting trace despair had deeply 
wrought; 

But strangely, o*er his grief-struck soul, faint gleams of 
rapture sweep ; 

And eyes, that lost a throne unmoved, warm gushing 
tear-drops steep ! 

Ask'st thou what power could wring a tear from such a 

breast as his ; 
Could o'er his ruin'd hopes uprear the germ of soothing 

bliss ? 
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That own'd a chann^ fiiends, fame, or homej or gloiy's- 

self^ above^ 
lUmnining his night of woe^ — that hallow'd power was 

love I 

Now eve, — soft^ beauteous eve^ hath thrown dark sha- 
dows o'er the plain^ 

And, 'neath her ebon veil, he seeks his palace-bowers 
again. 

How beautiful their silent resti^an Eden blooming 
foir ! — 

Yet more than £den's happiness aWts his spirit 
there! 

Yesj yes ! he feels the thrilling clasp of arms that meet 

Ms own; 
His ear drinks in, with rapture still, love's fond, un- 

altef^d tone ! 
sound? of mateUess sweetness ! ye can whisper- joy 

thro' all ; 
And .with a magic spell can loose griefs dark and icy 

thrall. 
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And she who breathes those accents now^ deeply her 

soul must prove 
The strength of woman's generous faith^ — the firmness 

of her love ; 
For fate hath breath'd a deadly blast o'er him who owns 

her vow ; 
And stript of all life's gauds he stands^ humbled and 

wretched now ! 

Oh ! never yet was woman's love by such a trial dis- 

may'd ! 
Her tenderness will triumph stilly with beams no change 

can fade; 
As starsj which in the smile of day^ lose their effulgent 

pow'r. 
The lustre of her truth appears^ to gild life's darkest 

hour! 

But^ alas ! a mournful fate is theirs^ — that young im- 

passion'd pair ; 
No more their hapless brows are iann'd^ by the fresh 

and fragrant air ; 
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\\h '^ Ko more their wandering gaze is met by scenes of 
beauteous glow ; 
For all earth's spreading loveliness hath closed upon 
them now ! 

Drear is their cavem'd home, and deep beneath those 



ax 



I (ii« 



vaulted halls ; 
While on the tomb-like silence there, no cheering echo 

faUs:— 
No f^ad and glorious rays of mom, their wakening 
senses greet, 
^1 But midnight's solemn hues alone then* changeless 

hours repeat, 
en: I 

Children of luxury and pomp ! iU were they form'd to 
'^ I bear 

So rude a change, from all that makes life exquisite 

and fair! 
Yet many, whose unruffled doom rich tides of fortune 

fill. 
Might envy the sweet light of bliss, which shone upon 
them stiU ! 

e2 
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Yes, even within those rugged walls, love's fondest thriUs 

could wile 
The shadows from each heart, whose world dwelt in the 

other's smile ; 
Thus dearer was the darksome path their steps together 

prest. 
Than all the glittering garniture which regal pomp 

possessed. 

And years, long years, swept slowly on, mark'd by no 

lighter change ; 
Still were their fondest thoughts confined within that 

narrow range : 
Yet to their hearts the flow of time with peaceful balm 

was fraught, — 
Cementing each endearing tie which young affection 

wrought. 

Alas ! alas ! for human love ! for that devoted pair !— 
Fate has disclosed their haven'd rest,-^estruction meets 
them there ! 
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Alas for them, in that sad hour ! torn from their dim 

retreat. 
To meet a tyrant's vengeful firown, — rebellion's doom 

to meet! 

And soon a deep and solemn knell pervades the hollow 

gale. 
And awfully its cadence blends with pity's useless wail ; 
0, sullying blot on history's page ! the dark decree hath 

past, — 
And the shades of death close coldly o'er those faithful 

hearts at last ! 
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Thb incidents which suggested the following lines are too wel 
known to eyery reader of British history to need an introduction. 



They are met, — the fearless and the free, — 

They stand, — a patriot host ! 
Unmoved, though fierce invasion's sons 

Have triumphed on their coast. 
Defeated oft, yet raising still 

A brow of strenuous hope ; 
A few tried hearts, and but a few. 

With legions still to cope ! 
Yet strong were they, if iron nerve 

Avail, both heart and hand, 
O, conquerless, must be a cause. 

Held by so brave a band ! 
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And their' s, — whene'er did holier cause 

Inspire the warrior's cry. 
And rouse the slumhering soul to arms ?— 

They fought for " liberty ! '* , 

They hattled to defend their shores, — 

The land that gave them hirth ! 
Ev'n for their childhood's happy homes, — 

The spots most lov'd on earth ! 
They thought upon the ties that made 

Those homes appear so hlest ; 
The scenes of every social hliss, — 

Havens of hope and rest. 
They thought upon their early days. 

On the loved forms who threw 
A sunshine from their smiles around, — 

On them, the fond and true ! 
Those who had blent their peaceful prayers. 

And knelt with them around 
The altars, which their sires had raised, — 

Those spots were hallowed ground ! 
Aye, every fond emotion rose. 

In wild tumultuous flow. 
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As turned they, from the past, to all 

That fate had left them now ! 
O ! riiin'd hearths, and shrines defaced ! 

Homes desolate and drear ! 
The tender infant's piteous wail,-«- 

The mother's hopeless tear ! 
The shriek of innocence, the prayer 

From saintly lips, teuid old, 
Scom'd and unheeded as the curse 

Deep mutter*d hy the bold ; — 
The wrongs that mark the spoiler's tracks- 
Oppression's withering thrall, — 
O, these were the diark scenes that came. 

Like hideous dreams, on all ! 
No wonder that dark fires should gleam 

Within each kindling eye ; 
No wonder that their spears were grasp 'd. 

And banners lifted high ; 
Nor that the fearful murmurings 

Of vengeance filled each breath. 
Uniting in one solemn oath — 

Of " victory or death /*' 
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Each eye was tum'd upon their chiefs — 

That chief whose glorious hrow 
Despair or danger ne'er could daunt,— ^ 

The throne of valour now. 
He heard their sacred vows out-pour*d ; 

He mark'd their fervent mien ; 
And the warrior's smile shone proudly forth. 

On that eventful scene. 
He bade their acclamations rise. 

Redoubled to the sky, — 
Proclaiming how true hearts and free. 

Their country's foes defy ! 
Twas done ! — and now respcmsive sounds 

On the heavy gale were thrown. 
And the plains were thickly strewn around. 

As the hostile hordes sweep on; 
Like ocean's stormy waves they come. 

Impetuous in their course ; 
In myriad numbers, flocking still, 

A vast, resistless force ! 
They come ! but unto British hearts 

They bring no terrors yet ; 
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And fearful is the rush which tells 

Their clashing swords are met. 
Aye, strangely fearful is the rush. 

Where press the hrave, the hold ; 
And the turf hears many a crimson stream. 

Ere valiant hearts lie cold ! 
Freedom's devoted sons ! in vain 

Ye grapple with your foes; 
Vainly ye strive with gasping breath ; 

Vainly your life-hlood flows : 
Hope, with her starry pinion, flies 

From that disastrous field. 
And deadly is the doom that waits, — 

But still ye will not yield I 
Not till your patriot chief,^ — the star 

Whence courage drew its light, — 
Your guiding spirit, pride, and trust. 

Through the unequal fight, — 
Not till ye saw the ahject chains 

Shackle his princely frame, — 
O, not till then, your hearts were bow'd 

To the lowly dust in shame ! 
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And the weapons from your nerveless grasp 

Were flung in mute despair^ — 
Each blade deep dyed in Roman bloody 

Still red and reeking there ! 
Nor yet alone might manly forms. 

The storm of fate sustain ; 
Yet, could it be, that gentle breasts 

Heaved 'neath the servile chain P 
That loomaris meek and trembling frame, 

In such a scene appears ; 
While the hopeless anguish of her soul 

Speaks in her streaming tears P 
Yes ! near the chief, who proudly stands, 

Vanquish'd tho* unsubdued. 
Are forms, whose fragile loveliness 

Might melt the sternest mood ! 
As unto him their tender looks 

Are raised in silent prayers ; 
Evn his bosom's cherish*d wife, — 

The daughter of his cares ! 
what must be the pang that wrung 

His inmost soul, to see 
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Beings so loved, thus basely bound 

In drear captivity. 
And they led him from his favourite hills. 

The soil that own*d his sway ; 
From the region he had ruled — a king — 

In fetters borne away ! 
Yet, not even in his pomp and power. 

In his proudest hour, was seen 
More firmness in his haughty step. 

More grandeur in his mien. 
And soon his native shores were left ; 

And fair Italians sky 
Shone o'er him, in its magic wealth 

Of light and melody. 
Tho* all like fair enchantment woo*d. 

In beauteous sight or sound, 
O still unmoved the exile pass'd, — 

Coldly he gazed around; 
The gorgeous hues of leaf and flower ; 

The sparkling of the waves ; 
The zeph3rrs' blissful sighs, that sweep 

presh from their perfumed caves : 
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Not all the charms of earth or air 

Could win the captive's smile ; 
Or banish from each yearning thought. 

His rude and rock-bound isle ! 
And now upon his view arose 

The lofty towers of Rome ; 
He look'd upon each sculptured arch, — 

Upon each glittering dome : 
He mark'd the temples which her sons 

Had rear'd in costly pride ; 
On all that luxury had devised. 

Or conquest's hand supplied : 
And marvell'd he, that they could leave 

Such stately homes, and spread 
The ruthless brand of war, to grasp 

The Briton's lowly shed ! 
And the spirit of his noble sires 

Glow'd in each swelling vein. 
As thro' the imperial gates they pass'd,- 

A silent, solemn train ! 
Before him paced the faithful steed. 

That in the wild career 
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Of battling strife had borne him oft. 

Ever the foremost there : 
Well he recall'd his warlike neigh. 

His proud impatient tread ; 
Now might he mark his drooping air. 

By captor's humbly led ! 
Yet bore he still, in mock array. 

The weapons, gleaming bright. 
With which his gallant lord had striv'n 

Thro* freedom's hopeless fight. 
How oft, a little while before. 

When *mid the throng of spears. 
Each flash beneath the summer sun. 

Had woke a thousand fears. 
And, saddest sight of all, beside 

The conquered chief, appear'd 
The forms of those whom nature's ties 

Unto the soul endear'd : — 
The brethren, who with him had climb'd 

Around the parent knee. 
And spent with him their manhood's strength,- 

With him — no longer free. 
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The faithful partner of his love. 

By sorrow mutely how'd. 
And their beauteous offspring, thus exposed 

To the rudely-gazing crowd ! 
At length their weary course is stay'd; 

They gain the halls of state; 
And now before the regal thrones 

The captive-band await. 
'Twas then the matchless dignity 

That lit his inmost soul. 
Burst forth, beyond the feeble power 

Of fetters to control : 
While floods of moving eloquence 

From his lips, like magic fell ; 
Till every manly bosom there 

Own'd the electric spell. 
He look'd, he breath*d, he spoke, — a king,—, 

Ev'n 'mid trammels, free ! 
And a murmuring sound of wonder rose. 

Like ruffles o*er the sea ! 
And she who sate an empress there. 

In jeweird pomp array'd. 
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Refus'd not pity's glistening tear^ 

And soft imploring aid : 
And the Roman monarch's mighty heart. 

In its inmost depths, was stirr'd ; 
And feeling, like a fomit broke loose, 

Sway-d each impressive word. 
As then, his haughty brow unbent. 

And with a lenient grace, — 
Life, liberty, and honour gave 

To the champion of his race: 
And his burning pulse no longer throbs 

'Neath the pressure of the chain ; 
And with a fond, o'erflowing joy. 

He clasps his friends again ! 
And the laurels o'er his brow are wreath'd. 

And smiles prevail around; 
And long with proud triumphal notes 

The echoing halls resound ! 
Yes, — such the noble tribute paid 

To the patriot's zeal of old ; 
To the cause, which with their latest breath. 

Will England's sons uphold ! 
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Ves^ Freedom's radiant goddess ! still 

For thee brave hearts beat high ; 
While blest with thee, content to live. 

For thee prepared to die ; 
And long as her resounding shores 

Echo a British name. 
Her guiding light will ever shine 

From thv celestial flame. 
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Neab the spot where Atabapo flows into the Rio Temi, there rises 
a mass of granite, called the " Rock of the Guahibi Woman," and 
sometimes the *' Piedra de la Madre." Natural charity has given 
this name to the spot. The story is related by Humboldt. About 
fifty years ago, the Spanish Missionary, at San Fernando, led his 
Indians to the banks of the Guviare, to take by violence some of the 
native children, to be made slaves to the mission, and converts to 
the Christian religion. In a hut the men-hunters found a Guahibi 
mother, with three children, of whom two were still infants :— The 
sequel is related in the poem. 



Serenely shone the summer sun^ 

On a spot of tranquil rest. 
Where a mother's tender cares were given 

To the babes that round her prest ; 
And a happy sight it was to see 
Their fearless smiles, their infant glee ; 
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And the fondly beaming eye. 
With which their joyful parent gaz'd 
On each dear one, sporting by. 

But, lo ! th' enraptured look hath fled^ 

As stranger forms appear. 
And the current in her glowing veins 

Is stay'd by sudden fear ; 
And thoughts of terror, undefined. 
Rise dismally upon her mind. 

As their hostile glances move. 
And fix at length, in meanings strange, 

On the children of her love ! 

In vain she clasps them to her breast ; 

In vain their piteous cries ; 
In vain a strength, unknown before, 

E'en nature's self supplies, — 
That, like a tigress in her lair. 
She battled, in her wild despair. 

With those who would have torn, 
Ev'n from her yearning arms away. 

The offspring she had borne ! 

t1 
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Yet captured all, their way is led 

From their native vales afar ; 
And nought their weary course may tell. 

But lonely stream or star ; 
But, guided ev n by these, she strove 
To bear the treasures of her love. 

To their home of comfort back ; 
But vain, each struggling toil, to shun 

Her stem pursuers* track. 

They find her, in her lone despair ; 

Again they lead her on ; 
Yet sever from her streaming sight 

Each cherished little one ! 
Oh, what must be the harrowing stroke. 
The anguish of the pang, that shook 

Her bosom's inmost core, — 
To know each hurrying step they took, 

But parted them the more ! 

And chains, vile goading chains, they threw 

Around her anguish'd form. 
And rudely urge her wasting strength 

Thro* Jesart-track and stoTm \ 
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The hollow winds* rough chaunt replied. 
To the drear moanings of the tide ; 

These smote upon her ear, 
Alas ! the voices of her bahes 

Blent not their music there ! 

They leave her then, — enfeebled, bound, — 

At the hour of silent rest ; 
They knew not, even yet, how strong 

The love that warm'd her breast ; 
They deem'd their chains could fetter there 
That mother's soul ; but mad despair 

Gave strength to break those bands, — 
And again, beneath the darken'd heaven^^ 

In liberty she stands ! 

But where were they, — ^her loved ones, — ^where ? 

In vain she calls them now ; 
And rushes thro' the midnight blast. 

Or braves the torrent's flow : 
Heedless of danger, on she pass'd. 
Though doubt o'er every path was cast,^ 
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Nor guide her footsteps knew, — 
On, on, — till even Hope's Mr lij^lit, 
From her weary course withdrew. 

She finds them not ! and nature sinks ! 

Rude rocks oppose her way ; 
But unsubdued, — upon her mind 

Fond thoughts and memories stray. 
Of them, — her helpless ones : again 
She rises, — bounds to meet them : — ^vain, 

How vain, her desolate cry ! 
'Twas heard but by the slumbering wave,- 

Echoes alone reply ! 

Down on that lonely rock she sank; 

Far was all human aid; 
No pitying eye those woes beheld. 

Which heaven's fond mercv stav'd : 
The glittering radiance of the mom. 
With sunny gleams that rock adorn. 

And shew her death-pale cheek. 
Slumbering in sweet repose, which man,- 

Stem man, — no more mav break ! 
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"^I KNOW not why my lute should love 

To dwell on sorrow's saddest tone. 
Or linger on each blighted thing 

Which misery hath mark'd her own : 
Whatever it be, a leaf, a flower, — 

A wither'd leaf, a drooping flower, — 
All, all strike deep within my heart. 

As fraught with some mysterious power. 
The mournful tones the bird pours forth 

Upon the fitful evening breeze ; 
The muttering warnings of the wind. 

The whisperings of the shadowy trees. 
All have a dreary language lent. 

Of boding or decay to tell, — 
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A language unto which my heart 

E'er answereth^ alas, too well ! 
I know not why, the form of joy. 

Though sweetly fair, steals o er the breast 
Too fast and stranger-like, to be 

Held as a free and welcome guest : 
I do mistrust her witching smiles ; 

I deem them all too fair to be, 
And always doubting of their truth, 

Ne*er witness their reality. 
But *tis with darker things alone 

The soul can commune, and bestow 
That true imd uncheck'd sympathy. 

Which hours of bloom so seldom know. 
Albeit, I speak but as I feel, — 

It may be, few will feel with me ; 
Nor can 1 wish that wide diffused 

A spirit so subdued should be. 

To lighter hearts, my strain may seem 
Unreal and strange ; yet even they, 

Erewhile may watch the shadowy tints 
Of care steal o'er each sunny ray ; 
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^v'b they, perchance, may learn, how vain 

Each hope, now sparkling bright and clear, 
And mark the gathering clouds sweep on 

O'er pleasure's glowing atmosphere. 
The gay ! the careless ! — 'tis for them 

To sigh, as many a change shall fall, 
^nd con, in tears, the lessons o'er. 

That life and years must bring to all. 
Ev'n they may learn the sorrowing ills 

That give unto the lute its sadness, 
Respond unto the lay of grief. 
And shun th^ unanswer'd chords of gladness^ 



Ancmiow, my lute, thou tell'st of one, 
Lonel e'en from very childhood, lone ; 
Cradled in sorrow, — taught to know 
The tone of grief ere words could flow ; 
Unlov'd of her who should have hung 
O'er the first accents of his tongue. 
Taught them to lisp of hope and bliss^i 
And sooth him with a mother's kiss. 



d 
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No mother's gentle cares were thine. 
Poor, lost Alfonso ! did'st thou pine, — 
It was in secret: none might guess 
How deep thy spirit's wretchedness ! 
Yet not the less thy sigh would steal. 
The tear would flow, the heart would feel ; 
For many were the looks of love 
He would have harter*d all to move, — 
The little all of joy, or hope. 
That fate shed round his horoscope. 
If once on him such looks might rest. 
As those his statelier brethren blest, — 
When gazed that mother's eye of pride 
On each lov'd charm, — to him denied :-r- 
He was not fair, — and they were all 
That can the admiring sight enthrall : 
The polish 'd brow, thft graceful limb. 
Nature had lavished not on him ; 
Yet well he knew, they only won 
^ach look of love, each tender tone. 
From such poor precedence'; yet he, 
What would he not have given to be 
Like them so lov'd ?— and envy stole, 
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Poisoning each vision of his soul ; 

And from a thing of light, his heart 

Grew chiird and dark ; he had no part 

With aught that gilds the joyous years 

Of infancy with hliss, hut tears. 

And thoughts of bitter anguish, were 

His sole companions ; he could not share 

The mirth and joy of others ; and he fled 

Far in the lonely woods, and sped 

His hours away in aimless wanderings. 

Tracing, the silvery founts and gushing springs ; 

And then a new- felt joy came o'er 

His darkened spirit, and no more 

Was he all desolate, — all lone ; 

His heart was nature's yet ; her tone 

Woo*d him, with silent sweetness, from the woe 

That wore him to a shade ; be learnt to know 

Her quiet beauty : listen'd till tears would steal. 

Though not in pain, unto the gladsome peal 

Pour'd near him, in sweet confidence, by some 

Feathery minstrel, in her leafy home. 

He woo*d, with gentle words, the graceful deer 

Unto familiar friendship ; loved to heat 
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The murmuring of the rills, and ev n the breeze,, 
Which stirr'd the gleaming foliage of the trees. 
Had music for his ear; and unto him. 
No sky seem'd overcast, no place look'd dim; 
All, even the simplest thing in nature, brought 
Some feeling to engross each softened thought. 
Till even poesy, and the soul of song, 
Flow'd o'er his breast, impetuously and strong : 
His heart was changed ; and tender yearnings then^, 
For yeai's unknown, rush'd o'er his soul again; 
And early recollections, now subdued. 
Haunted less bitterly his altered mood; 
While he would lean upon some flowery lawn. 
Retracing all that marr'd his life's young dawn. 
Oft would his mother, in her gentlest guise. 
O'er the lone visions of his soul arise. 
And then tumultuously his breast would move. 
While strains like these his burning spirit wove : — • 



*'My mother! why thus long on thee hath vivid fancy 

ranged ? 
Can fondness dwell within a heart, like mine, so long 



estranged ? 
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know not, seek not now to know, whence are the ties 

that chain 
'he mother to the son ; or why these ties are rent in 

twain. 
Inough, enough, that ever cold thy glances fell upon 
'he brow of him, whom ev'n a smile, a single smile, 

had won 
love thee, with a love unknown, amid the dazzling 

throngs 
which thy soul hath given itself, so vainly and so 

long,— 
love surpassing that repaid unto thine early care 
y thy more favour'd ones ! they, with the bright and 

clustering hair, 
ad features, such as painters love, — and forms whose 

grace outvied 
he sculptor's purest mould, — and 'twas on these thy 

woman's pride 
as tum'd, from purer things : and thou did'st scorn 

the faithful heart ! 
, never may the veil drop off, — the flattering dream 

depart ! 
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Ne'er may it be for thee to trace, how worthless and 

how vain. 
Are all the treasures thou hast heap'd, to cheer thine 

age's paui ! 
For me, there is a voice that still hath fondness for 

mine ear. 
And there are tones to sooth me in my comfortless 

despair, — 
Yes, nature's glowing breast for me her sunny stores 

outspreads, — 
There may I feailessly repose, while softest odour sheds 
Sweet perfume on the gale that fans my burning cheek, 

and brings 
The freshness that the wanderer loves, from cool and 

hidden springs ; 
Here, where no eye but mine each hourly change and 

charm can trace. 
Here, 'mid the lonely woods, shall be the lone one's 

resting place ! 
Here, with the gladdening beams of mom, may my spirit 

yet bear part. 
And the fading hues of twilight fall like balsam o'er my 

heart; 
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Imparting light aud sunshine to each wither'd feeling 

there. 
Till memory shall scarcely say, how dark those feelings 

were. 
And the starry glory of the sky, mid the soft and dewy 

night. 
Shall wake the hreast to holier thoughts, and thrill with 

new delight: 
Here, where nor strife, nor storm, nor passionate ravings 

swell. 
How gladly do I bid the world, and all its cares, farewell !" 



One mom, the stilly solitude, around 
His mossy couch, was broken by the sound 
Of shout and horn; starting, in angry haste. 
Through the dim mazes of the wood, he traced 
A gorgeous cavalcade. Each steed up-rear'd 
His haughty neck, and on the wind career'd 
Each flowing mane ; while mingled, loud and long. 
Was the proud neigh, on echo's sylvan tongue. 
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With the strange music of the hounds' deep bay> 
And tones of laughter^ ringing clear and gay. 
Well might'st thou start, Alfonso ! they had comej 
Piercing the woody glade, the forest gloom. 
To scare the timid fawn from out his lair. 
And find a sport to watch, how, wing'd with fear> 
He nimbly fiieaj^ — by crying hounds pursued, — 
Bounds o'er the plain, or clears the yielding flood; 
Well might'st thou start, Alfonso ! they were near 
The feathery fern, and purple moss-beds, — where 
Thy new companions crouched within the dell. 
As yet unseen. 0, are there words to tell. 
How, in thy throbbing breast, the scorching ire 
Tunmltuously up-rose ; how the quick fire 
Of fierce, yet vain, resentment, from thine eyes. 
Flash 'd madly forth ; — that moment's pang defies 
All language to pourlray ; what thou didst feel. 
The hunted deer alone might, perhaps, reveal ; 
As now, the deafening cheer proclaims around. 
The object of their sportive search is found. 
And then he fled, urged with instinctive speed. 
He cared not whither, so his course might lead 
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far from the sickening sij^ht and hatefiil soupd ; 

Nor breathed, nor paused, until again he found 

StiUness unbroken ; where lurk'd no trace. 

Nor vestige linger'4 of his fellow-^race. 

And then, despairingly, around he gazed. 

Though all was calm ; and hopelessly be raised 

His glance unto the 9potle9s heai^ abore, — 

Yet bitter feelings in ^s bosom strove : 

The charm had fled ; — to him no spot seem'd iGur; — 

No sweet serenity could wait him there« 

Even in his lonely s^ctuary had come 

The fell despoiler 9f its peace ; and gl9om 

Robed every object round ; and unto him 

The earth seem'd cheerless, and her beauty dim« 

He flung him on the dewy turf; — in vain 

He tried to feel as he had felt again : 

Composure, — rest, — ^were fled ; — for ever flown 

The only solace he had ever known. 

Soon his wrung feelings found in utterance venty — 

And echo answer'd to his wild lament : — 
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Where may the lone one rest ? 

« 
O earth thy breast is fair ! 

And thy flowery dells are girt with smiles ;- 

But he may not tarry there ! 

Not in thy tanj^led glade ; 
Not in thy woodland glen ; 
May he dwell, in undisturbed repose. 
From the troubling glance of men. 

From the busy haunts of life. 
And the world's false glare, I fled ; 
And unto beauteous nature gave 
My yearning soul instead : 

Yea ! to my woe-worn breast 
Her smiles a solace bore ; 
But ye come, destroying race, ye come, — 
And her depths are free no more ! 

Even from her lone recess. 
The dove of peace is driven ; 



THE BLIGHTED HEART. 91 



And the silent refuge of his woe^ 
Thus from the lone-one riven. 

Farewell ! yet whither hie ? — 
O earth ! thy smiles are vain ! 
And my soul can ne'er expand to thee 
In confidence again ! 



But suddenly he paused ; — for near^ 
A piercing shriek upon his ear 
Acutely fell ; — a second 1 — ^now 
He sees the source from whence they flow. 
Then rush'd he^ with the lightning's speed. 
Eager to aid in danger's need ; 
Where following up, with mad career. 
Each wily track of the hunted deer, 
A noble courser had vainly tried 
To stem the lake's impetuous tide ; 
Encumber d with trappings, he struggled there; 
And, alas ! for his burthen, — so helpless and fair! 

g2 
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— But now, the worn steed Alfonso grasps. 

And oh ! *tis a female form he clasps 

To his anxious hreast ! and soon the shore 

Is gain'd, with his fainting charge, once more; 

And round him her thronging companions press> 

While tearful thanks his exertions bless. 

Her brothers, — her sire, — oh, they were there. 

To load him with many a grateful prayer. 

But Alfonso, — for these he might ne'er delay, — 

Quicker than thought had he sped away. 

But a spell, o'er his lingering steps, had power 

To bind him a captive from that hour. 

For eyes, from their trance, he had seen imclose. 

That for ever would mar his soul's repose. 

And a beating heart had been prest to his. 

That had thrilPd his own with a trembling bliss. 

And oh ! the prize had been his to save ! 

And he had felt light tresses wave 

O'er his joyless brow ; and he had drunk 

Her faint and balmy breath, when sunk 

Upon his shoulder, her cheek had leant. 

Pale, as the marbly monument. 
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And even as cold ; but lovelier yet. 

Than aught that his sight had ever met. 

He gazed with fond, enraptur'd look. 

And his spirit the warm impression took ; 

And its very essence was changed ; and life. 

With even entrancing joy, was rife ; 

And hope's sweet visions, a smiling train. 

O'er his dizzy senses throng'd agdn. 

And he could not bid his footsteps range 

From all that had wtou^t this blissful change. 

So, a willing slave^ his course is bent. 

From the deep wood's solemn element, — 

And he joins that mirthful hunter-train. 

And mingles in life's gay scenes again ; 

Where smiling joy the hours lit up. 

And pleasure wdo'd with her sparkling cup. 

And theirs was a round of festal glee 

Of song, and dance, and revelry ; 

And she, the enchantress, that work*d such spell 

In the depths of his bosom's gloomy cell. 

She smiled on him ; and then forgot 

Was the wearv woe of his lonely lot ; 
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And chain' d to her side, each silvery tone 

Of her voice, with rapture awoke his own. 

And her heauty, — her dazzling beauty, — came 

With a magic power to thrill his frame ; 

And a coil-like fascination clung 

Around him, as his glances himg 

Upon her forehead's living snow ; 

Upon her hair's voluptuous flow ; 

Upon her cheek's enveimeil'd dye. 

Or the beaming radiance of her eye. 

And love's bewildering influence stole 

With honied poison through his soul. 

O ! this entranced his every thought, — 

The past, — the future, — were as nought. 

All from his mind became eflaced. 

Save the one line that passion traced ! 

And long in secresy awoke 

His sighs, ere yet in utterance broke 

His wild desire : long, long he bore 

The flame, consuming his heart's core. 

Ere yet his fond idolatry 

Was tremblingly confest : — Oh why. 



fj 
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Why was the mad avowal made ? — 
To wrap his dearest hopes in shade ! 
For hitterest mockery alone 
Was given to his impassion'd tone ; 
With cold and scornful slight was heard 
The faith so boundlessly conferr'd. 
And his full heart was left to prove 
The tortures of rejected love. 
! oft-times had his bosom shook 
*Neath many a shaft by sorrow struck ; 
Oft had his spirit own'd the power 
Of grief, through many a hopeless hour ; 
But ne'er as now ; — the very tide 
Of life with agony seem'd dried. — 
Ne'er had it been for him to know 
The weight of such o erwhelming woe ; 
Which, like the sudden thunder-stroke. 
Had bow'd his senses 'neath the shock. - 
Twas bidding more than life depart. 
To wring the vision from his heart. 
That had been there so fondly shrined, — 
Till every feeling was entwined 
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With its existence. Oh, it hUd been 

The day-star o^er th^ glootriy scene 

Of his dark fate ; the ligh't'thalt ch^r'd. 

Till miste of sorrow di^p{)6ar6d 

Before its gldd ihsj^ifing itty j— 

But now, that star had pist a#ay,— 

That light was qiieiich'd fdf eveiiiibre,— 

Leaving him darker thaii befbte ! 

And like the bough; which the ttide blasf 

Hath often boi^'d, will ht^bk kt last; 

So his wrung heart; ho mdrei &Wdke 

From the di^p atigubh of tlttt dtrdke. 

Though now he raved not^Wordd cdtQd ne'er 

Pourtray his spirit's ladt deispftir, — 

But silently, the deadly lipell. 

The withering curse of madness fell 

Upon his tortured brain ; and none 

Heard from his lip a iafewell tone. 

As from those scenes agiedh he tum'd, 

Guided but by one wish, which bum'd 

With wild, resistless force, — and led 

By this, his hopeless way is sped 




THB BLIGHTED HEART. 97 

ick to those lonely woods^ where first 

le vision o'er his sight had burst 

hich had wrought all of bliss or woe 

[lich nature's self could undergo. 

d with a maniac joy, he sees 

e branches of those solemn trees 

idow that lake's deserted shore, 

lose current he had stemm'd before. 

)h ! 'tis within its yielding wave, 

) " Blighted Heart" hath sought a grave ! 
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ACT I. 

^CBNE Ist — A Residence in Seville. Waller g, Inez, 
and Father Pedro discovered. 



F, Pedro, Lady, your anxious suit is still denied ; — 
Your kinsman bids me say his solemn oath 
Drawn from him by your own apostacy 
Can never be recalled ; and this forbids 
That e'er again he looks upon thy isjce : 
fiat for forgiveness, he hath yielded it; 
And prays that all affliction from your mind 
Be henceforth cast, and from his treasure's store 
A princely fortune is allotted thee 
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That all enjoyment may be thine ; aiid when^ 
The cord of life shall snap^ that all the wealth 
Of which he is the master, shall be fixed 
On thee, and on the husband of thy choice. 
And now, flBurewell ! 

Inez. But, holy father, stay ; 

However poor onr thanks, O bear them with thee ; 
Our prayers, too, that his heart may be restored. 
And that his life continue long iii peace ! 

[Exit Father Pedr 
( Walberg and his Wife advance.) 

Wal, My gentle Inez, best and only loved ! 
Shall I not see the smile of sweet content 
Mantle thy brow again ? O wherefore now 
Look sorrowful ? when my own full heart 
Would share with thine the burthen of its bliss, — 
A bliss so long unfelt. Think, my belov'd. 
Upon our beauteous children, now restored 
Unto the wealth and honors of the birth 
They claim through thee. O think upon the joy, — 
The proud, the glorious joy, — 'twill be to see 
Their happy faces lit with radiant smiles. 
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nd all the loveliness^ which sorrow's touch 
ould ne'er deface, glow now with tenfold lustre ! 
Inez. Dear hushand ! I can think on this, and do, — 
ut not alone on this. Can I forget, 
hat even from infant years my heart hath nurst 
daughter's grateful tenderness for him 
7ho now lies suffering in his helpless age, 
^ith none to sooth the trying hour of pain ! 
'io hand he loves to wipe from off his hrow 
he dews which death will shortly gather there, 
an I forget, that it was his care supplied 
he place of father, mother, — hoth, to me ? 
hou know'st he was my earliest, only friend ! 
hat all his hounty lavishly was heap'd 
''ith tender blessings constantly on me! 
Wal, And yet he cast thee off! 
Inez, He did, 'tis true ! 

id 'twas for thine own sake the unkind blow 
'as given to our long intercourse of love. 
at 'twas, alas ! the error of his faith ; 
enouncing a foul crime in me to look 
ith other than abhorrent eyes on thee. 
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And on the creed he deems a hezesy. . , 
I loved him, Walherg, — ^hut I loved thee mare ! 

WaL Inez ! I am indeed a happy man ! 
The time hath heen, when many worldly cares 
Have gloom'd my mind with hitter thoughts for thee 
And for our children ; hut that time is past. 
And now a harvest of ripe joy is mine ! 
For who, hut He who is a son, can feel 
Such happiness as mine P to Jirelcome hei^ 
My good and aged parents ; here to tend 
Their tottering steps, and cheer their downward pad 
And who, hut he who is a father, knows 
The heartfelt hliss of watching the hright rays 
Of pleasure sparkling within the eyes 
Of those who owe their heing unto us ; 
To hask within the sunshine of their souls. 
And multiply a thousand- fold each joy P 
O let us to them now ; let all behold 
The wondrous power that dwells in kindred ties f 

[Ex. 
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^CENE 2nd» — ^Discloses a handsomely-decorated apart- 
ment; — a banquet spread, at which are seated 
several guests ; — Julia, Everhard, Walherg*s Father 
and Mother, Inez (who appears to be waiting on 
them,) and Walherg, 

Wal. ( Aside, observing his wife. ) 

Not in her earliest mom of loveliness 
Did she seem fairer in mine eyes than now ! 
As thus she ministers, with duteous care. 
To those whom on this earth I most respect. 

(Approaches them.) 
Father ! I trust that after the long toil 
Of travel, so unsuited to thy years. 
Thou feelest now refresh'd ; my mother, too. 
Though well I know my wife's attentive care 
Will leave no space for courtesies from me . 

OldM. O name it not; our wants have been supplied, 
£v'n to the most superfluous extent 

Old W. My son, albeit our voices and our hands 
Are feeble now, we lift them up for thee ! 

H 
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And in deep thanks, that toe our day is done> 
We witness thy deserved prospmty. 

Old Af « How greatly hath thy sod, thy £v 
grown 
Since last I pour'd a blessing on his heaid. 
I well remember, that I had to stoop 
To press a kiss upon his forehead then ; 
Now, it will be for him to stoop to me ! 

{Everhard firings forward mto tlie old man's an 

WaL Cling there, my Everhaid ! and God grant 
kiss 
May never be appHed to lips less pure. 

Ever. They never shall, my &theip ! for I feel 
No wish to press a lip that would not bless me. 
Like my kind grandfather! 

Old M. And do you wish 

The blessing always should proceed i from lips 
So rough as mine ^ Hal now I^ see tibee blush ! 
(A gueit advances fsoat the tablet) 

Ou$$t Now, truly, do I envy thee, friend Waiberg 
For angels' eyes scarce view'd a scene more fak* 
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Than is this picture of thy family, — 
Complete in beauty and in happiness ! 
Thy lovely daughter, (aye, I see thee smile 
Proudly, and well thou may'st,) ere we depart. 
We humbly suii that she would favour us 
^ With some slight trial of her skill in song. 

Wal. And Julia gladly will consent. My child. 
Our honor'd guests petition, that thy voice 
Should, on a happy night like this, be heard. 
But, bear in mind, my fViends, she hath no skill 
Beyond what such poor tutorage as mine 
Could ever yield her. Choose, my love, a song ; 
We wait thee now. 

Ever. Sweet sister, let me choose : 

I long to hear the song you spoke of to m , 
Which tells of that lone maid, "^y fortune toss'd 
Upon an unfrequented' Indiftfi iHi^, 
While yet a child, — ^who grew a thing apart 
From all her race and kindred: 

Wal. We will hear it 
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Julia sings — 
AfJBjr, afar, in a flowen* isle 

Of the bright Indian seas, there dwelt 
A sylph-like being, whose glowing smile 

No eye had answer'd, no heart had felt ; 
The breeze that loved to hover round, 

Play'd with no ringlets but her own : 
Nor echo'd another voice or sound 

Where, pure and peaceful, she dwelt — alone 

She moved the queen of those silent bowers. 

The goddess of that enchanted shore, 
'Mid all the incense and bloom of flowers. 

And beauteous shells,— a glistening store j 
With these was studded her flowing hair. 

And her fairy robes were form'd of them, — 
Shells and flowers, — of hues as fair 

As gleam in a regal diadem. 

And happy, how happy, tho' far removed 
From her unremember'd home and land. 
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The sole companions her heart had loved 
But peacocks and loxias, a hright>p1um'd band. 

At length, a strange sail, with stranger forms. 
Came darkening o'er the crested foam ; 

They found her there, — and, thro' billowy storms. 
They bore her away to her childhood's home. 

And heaven's own glorious canopy 

Was then exchanged for the silken loom : 
Gay walls confined her wandering eye. 

And she wept, she wept o'er her alter'd doom. 
With the busy world she held no part 

She pin'd for nature's sweet voice and smile ; 
O every tie of her young fond heart 

Was twined with her distant Indian isle ! 

Guest. We pray thee now, accept our benisons. 
Our wishes that thy happiness remain 
Perfect, as now we see it. Adieu, to all ! 

[ GueBts exeunt severally. 

Old M. Forgive, my son, an old man's note of time. 
Where all but him unheed its silken flow ; 
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But now 'tis fjEur beyond our usual hour 

For thanking Him who grants all blessings hare! 

WaL Father, I cannot pray to-night O no ! 
I am far, far too happy now to pray ! 
Forgive me, but my spirits feel so light. 
So lost in dizzy wanderings, I could ne'er 
Compose them now, and clip their airy flight 

Julia, But, father, surely ere we seek repose. 
Thy blessing wiU not be denied ? 

WaL O no ! 

God bless ye both, my children ! May ye be. 
Like your dear mother, virtuous and good. 
And happy as your father is this night ! 

[All exeunt 

Scene 3rd. — Another apartment 

Inez (alone). 
O why, my heart, when all are happy hare. 
Why art thou not at peace ? these gorgeous robes 
And all the trappings of luxiuious wealth 
But wake in me a sickening pang of dread. 
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^o mock the smiles with which I clothe my brow ! 
O wherefore should such strange misgivings work 
iJpon my brain alone P when none beside 
Xhink that a cloud can dim to-morrow's sky; 
But hail the sunny hour that fortune gilds. 
As the poor shivering Laplander, who views 
The beam that tells of summer's glad approach. 
Remembering then no more the blasts that chilFd 
His very soul, — and thus it is with them ! 

[Julia enters, smilingly.) 

Julia, Dear mother, here alone 1 and musing too 
*Twould s^em on seme dark speck thine anxious eye 
Alone can trace. — Come, let me kiss away 
The hateful vision ! there now, pr*ythee, smile! 
Indeed, my little beating heart hath now 
No room for aught but joy; and ^twill be time 
To think on griei^ whene'er we feel its sting. 

Inez. Not so, my Julia; but, for thy dear sake, 
I'll bid my brooding fears take flight, and smile 
As gladly as thyself: but I have been. 
This hour past, tracing my mournful steps 
-Without the walls of thy rich kinsman's house ; 
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And, tho* most wistfully mv veil was raised. 
Mine eager eye in vain essayed to pierce 
Those gloomy walls, hard as the miser s heart. 
Or windows, like his coffers, doubly barr'd : 
And yet, methinks, could I but gain his ear.— 
Could look again upon his face, — and view 
One last relenting smile, 'twould be more worth 
Than all the panoply of state which hangs 
At times so heavily upon my soul. 

(Father Pedro enters with Walherg,) 
O, holy sir, what tidings dost thou bring ? 

F, Pedro, To thee, perchance, they will be sorrowful ; 
Thy relative, Don Guzman, even now, 
Lies at the point of death : his latest gasp 
Will soon be sped. 

Inez, And surely now, at last. 

He will consent to see me, — ^will bestow 
A blessing with his dying breath on me ! 

F, Pedro, No, no ! he hath not bidden me to speak 
Of aught like this. Change thou thine erring creed, — 
Enter again the bosom of our church, — 
And then his arms are open, lady, to thee ! 
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{Inez does not answer.) 
Thou sighest ! Enough, thy silence answers me. 
There is no other hope, — so, fare ye well ! 

[Exit F. Pedro. 

Wal. Retire, my Julia. Let us commune now ; — 

[ Exit Julia, 
Indeed I need some spell to rouse my soul. 
Which tremhles now with visionary dread ; 
Inez, my love ! thy voice could always cheer 
Through many frowns which fate hath worn ; and now. 
To thee I will confess, a thousand fears. 
Like shades of evil, flit, in darksome guise. 
Upon my hrain, — O, tell me, why is this ? 

Inez, Alas ! the same dark presages of ill 
Have wrapp'd my spirit long, tho' I forhore 
To quench thy joy, my love, with causeless sighs; — 
They may be causeless yet ; — ^hut oh, whene'er 
I think on all that hangs upon this hour, — 
This very hour, that flits so swiftly too, — 
We seem as tho' we wander'd near a gulph. 
Whose banks were strew'd with flowers, yet knowing not 
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If fate might plunge us in its dismal tide. 
Or lead us on its safe and flowery shore ! 

Wal, And dost thou really think there is a chanec^^ 
A chance! — O God ! that such things rest on chancel— 
That all the hopes, fed with such lavish promise. 
Can now decay ! now, in the very time 
When their extreme fruition seems most near! 
Out, out upon the thought ! 

Inez. Tis stcange, most strange; 

But I could almost deem the worst reality 
Easier to hear than such suspense as this! 
As I have heard, young mariners at sea 
Will welcome ev'n the 'whelming storm itself 
As a relief from all the loathsome panga;, 
The deadly sickness of anxiety ! 

fVal. Would I had hearken'd to thy mild advice 1 
Had never urged, in heedless waywardness. 
My aged parents' sojourn here, to share 
A destiny in fortune so unripe. 

Inez. No m<»re: 

Perplex thyself no more ; the righteous plea 
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Of duty led thee then, and even now 

Attend her summons ; and as thou would'st have 

Our children minister to us, whene'er 

The helpless night of infirm age is ours. 

Neglect thou not one kind attention now. 

To them thou art so doubly bound to cheer. 

I know that they will think our absence long. 

fTo/. Not now : my mind is so unstrung^ I feel 
Unequal to the task of seeming free. 
And smiling in serene composure now. — 

( Re-enter Father Pedro, ) 

F. Pedro. Tis well, ye both are here ! prepared, I 
hope. 
To hear the tidings which most mournfully 
I bear ye now, — alas ! all, all is o'er ! — 
The soul hath fled> — Pen Guzman is no more ! 

Wai. And canst thou not say aught that would relieve 
The torturing apprehensions which this hour. 
So pregnant with our fate, is sure to cause P 

F. Pedro. I know of nought beyond what oft thine 
ears 
Have heard already ; nothing yet is known ; 



f 
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But seals are on each coffer stamped^ and all 

Is made secure. To-morrow thou must come. 

Thy presence will be needed then, to hear 

The reading of the will; and be thou of good cheer; 

Thy hopes, I trust, will then be realized. 

Wal, Amen, amen ! good father ! 

F. Pedro. Peace be with ye ! 

[Exeunt 



Scene 4th. — Interior of the Jesuit Monastery at Seville; 
— Father Bertrarn and Father Anselmo discovered, 
engaged at a table where various papers are lying. 

F. Bert. In truth, my friend, I do not think to hear 
A single voice that would dissent from this. 

(Enter Fatlur Pedro.) 
Now, brother Pedro, pray advance, and know 
The subject of our solemn conference. 

F. Ansel, Now hearken, brother, — ^you, and you alone, 
Are with these German heretics acquainted : 
We hear from thee that they are good and kind. 
Learned and skilful, and that if their faith 
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e different, they would in all things be 

friends thy heart would cherish most. 
. Pedro* 'Tis true ! 

they, alas 1 are wedded to their creed 
onds as firm as we are to our own ! 

Bert, This is the point that we would wish to try^ 
11 know'st that on the welfare of our church 
minds should most devotedly be fixed ; 
any aim be slighted which might aid 
;ood and righteous a purpose : — Thus 
we displeased to find Don Guzman's wealth,—^ 
lis enormous riches, — pass away 
ever from the service of our church 
hese same heretic inheritors; 
e have formed a plan to substitute 
her will for this we hold of his; — 
ik but a moment, what a glorious point 
B gained, if this were carried with success. 

Pedro, (Aside.) O profanation of most holy caus€f/ 
ch never can be served by unjust means ! 
I will hear what their rapacious minds 
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Would urge them to. 

(To the others.) Good brother, pnj 

F. Ansel. Indeed we do rejoice to find that dum 
Dost enter into our design so readily. 
This is the will ; — ^which to the very last. 
No threat, entreaty, promise or reproof. 
Could e'er induce him to annul ; look here ! 
Thou see'st 'tis all bequeathed to them. 

{Father Pedro takes the will, and after appenlli 
to peruse it> hides it in his bosKUti;) 

F. Pedro. ( A side. ) Kind saints 

Be praised ! their stings am honnless now ! 

[Father Bertram produces another will.) 

F. Bert. And this is what our true and axaaottsf tenS 
Hath framed to raise the ^oiy of our chnreh. 
Herein is specified, that Walbevgyet 
Shall claim these vast posses8i<»iB,^-*btEt'id<me' 
On these ceinditions;: that he himself aljiire^ 
His Lutheran creed, and thst his dauglMer too^ 
Must expiate iMorapostatiB aiotheifs c«lme> 
By humble penanoei as a cloist^d wm* 
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F. Pedro. (Aside.) A catholic ! a nun ! it will be 
strange 
If this should happen. 

F. Bert. But also, in th' event . 

Of his refusal, that our church shall reap 
The full inheritance. 

F. Pedro, Brethren, hear me now ! 

Jn fair and open candour, I believe 
That none possess the church's weal at heart 
More firmly than myself^ nor would do more 
Than I in honesty would do ; — but mark ! 
This proper document remains with me, 

(Shewing the will.) 
And for your other pian% I will not max them ; 
But pledge my utter aecresy until 
The trial hath been made;*-^aire ye content ? 

Bert, and Anni, We are ! we are ! 

F. Pedro. Then do ye repair 

Forthwith to Guamam^s residence to meet 
Th' expectant Widberg. Maloe your trial st once ; 
Urge him by p^^as you know^ so well to use ; 
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I will remain to pray for your success ! 

[Exeunt Monks. 

Yes labour, if you call it so, for heaven ! 
Though interest and lucre sway ye more. 
For me, I umch mistake, or duty bids 
That earth should share our sympathies as well ! 



Scene 5th. — A room, in which a meal is prepared, of 
which only the old people appear to partake;— 
Inez, Everhard, and Julia, 

Inez. Not yet arrived ! indeed I augur ill 
From his protracted stay. Look out again. 
My dearest children ; doth he not return ? 

Ever. In vain, dear mother, do we strain our sight,— 
We cannot see him ; would indeed we could ! 

Inez. Oh ! my wrung spirit almost envies now 
The cheerless doom of apathy and age ; 
See, how they can enjoy their meal unmoved^ 
Unknowing, wishing not to know, a cause 
Which might awake an earthly grief again ; 
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While we, poor fear-struck wretches, feel as though 
A morsel now would choke us ! 

Julia. O here, at last. 

Our messenger appears, dear mother, see ! 

(Messenger enters.) 
Mess. Long while ago, they say, he left the house. 
And has not there been heard of since. 

[Mess, retires. 
Julia, Great God ! 

teach us fortitude to bear this stroke ! 

(A long pause.) 
Inez. Alas ! the sickening horrors of suspense ; 

1 know, I feel, all hope is lost, but yet 

All other fears are light to those which touch 
His safety ! Oh, why comes he not, to still 
The beatings of this heart, which soon must break 
If it endure so keen a trial as this! 

(Another pause ; after which Walherg enters 
wildly.) 
Wal. What! banquetting ? Aha ! *tis weU, 'tis well ! 
Give me a brimming goblet ! I would drink 
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A health to Quzman's heirs ! Wine, wine, I sny t 
Come diink ye all, a health to GuznuuiV hein ! 

(They give him a goblet, he raises it to his fips> 
but, dashing it to the floor untested, falls upon 
'his knees^ 

not a ducat ! not a ducat ! All, — 
All left to the Church ! 

Ims, Rise, rise, my dearest. 

From that unnatural humiliation ! 

WaL No \ let me kneel ; — I have undone ye all f 
The chance, the only chance, is lost;, — and I,. 

1 have made beggars of ye all ! 

Ever. No, no \ 

Nothing is lost while you aro saved to us ! 

Inez. O rise from that most honrible position T 
Help m», my duldren^-^father^ mother, heie^ 
Will ye not help me ? 

(Walb^ rifles^ hut tuxns to go*) 

Q leave us not ! 
Thy fn^vlk is wnwg with grief! — atay, stay with ua; 
Tho' all is Iqa^ it is the ([eepev p^ng 
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Vo see thy spirit so overwhelm *d. Look up. 
My best beloved ! we all are round thee here. 
With fond and faithful hearts that beat for thee : 
Thou siurely lov'st us too, — and we are rich 
In priceless treasures yet, — O look on us ! 

(Walherg breaks away from their endearments.) 
Wal, This is the barb'd and poison'd arrow — 
this ! — 
To know a time will come, when those loved hands. 
That clasp our own so fondly, cannot earn 
For us, or for themselves, another meal !— 
To know a time is even near at hand. 
When the dear lips, that press us warmly now. 
May ask for bread, — and ask, — O God ! — ^in vain ! 
Old M, (Who does not appear conscious of what is 

passing.) 
My son, how absent art thou grown ; the hour 
Again is past, and thou dost take no heed. 
Nor offer up a prayer. — 

Wal. A prayer ? O no I 

Pm too unhappy — no, I cannot pray ! 

i2 
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Old M, Thus, O my G od ! prosperity or grief, 
Both yield excuses for neglecting Thee ! 

[Curtain M 



END OF ACT FIRST. 



^ 
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ACT IL 

Scene 1st — An Apartment 

Everhard (alone). 
How useless do our best exertions seem ; — 
How have we striven, — and all, alas ! in vain. 
My gentle sister too, how hath she borne 
The taunts which pamper d luxury have cast 
Upon our suffering helplessness ! — we but sought 
Honest employment at their hands ;-— instead. 
They sneer at all our former state, and say. 
We must be far too proud to stoop so low. 
Others will call us heretics, and vile. 
And hold no commune with us. Some, again, 
Will bar our wish with spiteful cavillings, 
£v*n at the features God hath pleased to give us. 
And say, — strange mockery ! — we are both too fair 
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To mingle with their families ; and all 
Alike seem reckless of our fate ! 

(Julia sings within.) 

But hark ! 
How strange to me these tones of music seem 
Here, where the murmurs of domestic grief 
Are hourly heard. Sweet Julia ! I have watch'd 
Thy hands, enfeebled by despair and want, 
Pl3dng their task with as much taste and skill 
As tho* that occupation were but meant 
To vary luxury! — O, to see thee pay 
Attention to the^^rOniaments of life. 
While even its humblest comforts are forbid ; — 
To see thy splendid talents^' yielded up 
To cold necessity,— the generous glow 
Of their enthusiasm lost, and but their use 
Prized or remember'd, — O, this is indeed 
The bitterest strife that e'er was fought between 
Th* opposing clai^is of nature and of art 
In our existence ! 

Whither must I turn ? 



[Ex 



-\ 
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Scene 2nd, — A mean-looking Apartment — Walherg, 
Inez, -Everkard, Julia, Old Man and Woman, all 
the characters poorly dressed. 

WaL O that I should have lived to see this day ! 
The very last small coin is now exp^ded^ — 
The very last poor meal devoured, — and the last 
Resource exhausted! and the last faint hope 
Annihilated now^ — and all is lost ! 

Old W, I feel, I feel that something wrong is here ;— 
Why did they hring us from our German home ? 
They might have suffered us to die in peace ! 
They hrought us here to mock us, I should think. — 
Not long ago they clothed me in rich silks. 
And now my garment is in rags. — ^Yes, once 
They gave me dainty food, and wines to drink, — 
And now they give me but this sorry crust ! 

(Flings it away.) 
Aye, something wrong is here ! I will go back, — 
I will go back to Germany, I will ! — 

( Rises to go. ) 
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I know the way, I know the way ! — How dark ! 
I know^ I know, I am not fiar from — home ! 

(Drops down dea< 

WaL Thank God, — thank God ! — it is a corse 
raise ! 
O what a strange reversion of the best, — 
The strongest feelings of our nature, — thus to look 
With joy upon the 'death-cold forms of those 
For whom we would ourselves have gladly died ! 

{Inez and Julia remove the body. The Old A 
follows.) 

Old Af. Me too, — ^me too ! O do not part us no^ 
O bear me with ye too ! Sixty long years 
Have cast their storms upon our heads, but ne'er, 
O ne'er divided us ! and now 'twere late 
Indeed to part.: — O let her grave be mine ! [E 

WaL Yes ! in this moment am I forced to feel 
That the most cruel evil of our life 
Is haggard want ! and that there exists 
No rational object of pursuit but how 
To ward it from us ! 

Ever, Can it indeed be so ? 
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Then for what purposes were hearts that beat^ 

And mmds that bum, ever bestow*d upon us ? 

Alas ! is all the energy of soul. 

Intellect, enthusiasm, feeling, all to be 

Expended but in mean contrivances 

To meet the torturing but petty pangs 

Of hourly necessity ? O ! is the fire 

Caught from the blaze of heaven to be employed 

In lighting the poor faggot which must warm 

The numb'd and wasted fingers of distress ? 

bitter, bitter thought ! 

fVal, My hapless boy ! 

what a fate must mar thy budding years, 
Which should be pass'd in sunlight and in joy ! 
What clouds to shade thy manhood's opening dawn,-:— 
And I, — I who would have prized each flower that 

sprung 
And blossom 'd on thy path, — is mine the hand 
To wrench them from thee, — mine the hand to crush 
The very seeds of promise, — *tis too much ! 

( Re-enter hiez. ) 
Inez. A sad and shuddering task awaits thee now : — 
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There are no hands hut thine to dig the grave. 

The lone, unhonor'd grave, which fortune spares 

The cold remains of her who gave thee birth ! 

In this unfriendly city there are none 

To give the rites of burial to those 

Who die in heresy. ' 

Wal. Thou sayest well. 

It is an awfiil and a shuddering task, — 
A son to scoop a mother's narrow grave ! 
O fate, what evils hast thou yet in store ? [Ej 

{Inez covers her face, and weeps.) 
Ever. O dearest mother, do not, do not weep ; — 
Can I do nothing to relieve this woe ? 

Inez, My darling boy, my woes lie all too deep 
For ev*n thy tender art to reach ; but yet, 
'Mid all the anguish of this hour, I hear 
The clamorous voice of rude necessity 
Distinctly near. O something must be done, 
Quickly, at once, or we are all the prey 
Of ghastly famine ; — ^what canst thou suggest ? 

Ever, Nothing, I fear, of comfort ; but believe. 
Thou hast a son who will not see thee starve 
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And those thou lov'st, if the poor sacrifice 
Of his own blighted life can aoght avail. 
I go, — dear mother, cheer thee till I come. 
I know one way, alas, InU one ! and that, — 
Yet can I hesitate, and see thee thus P 

[Exit horriedly. 
(Enter Julia, equipped for walking.) 

Inez, My lovely child ! thou art not wont to leave 
The shelter of thy mother's side, to thread 
Alone the city's crowded streets ; but now 
Everhard is gone, and there is none but thee. 
And yet, my child, I almost fear to trust 
Thy unprotected loveliness to night 

Julia. Fear not, dear mother, I will do thy bidding. 

Inez. But stay, thou hast no veil to shade thy face ; 
And I, alas, have none to lend thee now. 

J^ia. Ne'er heed it, mother, I shall not be long. 

[Exeunt 
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ScEXE 3rd. — A Street in Seville. 

Enter Juiia and Montorio meetings — {Montorio gas 

on her admiringly.) 

Mont. O what a vision of rich loveliness ! 
Mine eyes could hanquet on such charms as these 
For ever, nor he sated with their view ! 

(Seizes on her as she attempts to pass him.) 
Sweet maiden, whither goest thou so fast ? 
By heavens, I cannot part with thee so soon ! 
Nay, do not frown; thou must not frown on me. 
For I should deem thy smiles the sweetest feast 
My soul hath ever tasted. 

Julia, O release me, 

I pray thee, cavalier ; —insult me not 
Because you see me in a garh so poor ! 

Mont. Nay, do not struggle so, my trembling bii 
Thou hast no cause for fear, — no, indeed ; — 
I only pray thee that thine eyes may turn 
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More kindly on me. See, thou seemest poor, 
Vnd here is gold to stead me in my suit I 

(Offers a handful of gold.) 
Julia. (Aside.) Gold, gold, — bright, glittering gold ! 
while they, alas. 
My parents, now are famishing for want ; 
^d I myself feel hunger's gnawing fangs 
Within my vitals ! — yet I dare not touch it! 
Mont. Why dost thou look so wildly ? wherefore 
gaze 
With such a troubled air upon this gold ? 
Take it, — a kiss from those delicious lips 
Were far more worth than fifty times as much ! 

(She starts back.) 
Julia. (Aside.) I cannot touch it, — yet how bright it 
gleams! 
Twould save us all from perishing this night ! 
How would its lustre cheer our wretched home, 
^d bring a smile to faces worn with care. 
But no; 'twere better far to perish now 
With hunger than with shame. 
Mont. O wilt thou hear me ? 
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Bind me by any vows thou wilt, I swear 
Thy wishes shall be laws, — but leave me not ! 
How shall I plead with thee, O tell me how P 
If gold allure thee, thou shalt have full store ; 
If love and tenderness entice thy soul. 
Most plenteously my passion will suffice. 

give me but one word, one whisper, lov^. 
To feed my fluttering hopes. 

Julia, (Aside.) Spite of myself, 

1 cannot leave this spot ! What chains me here,— - 
The tempter's wiles, or his bright, lustrous gold ? 

how my soul is vimquish'd by despair. 
Or I had strength to tear myself away. 

Mont. O why so silent ? Is a lover's suit 
So strange unto thine ears ? Have they nol drank 
The liquid tones of tenderness before P 
Is passion's pleading voice unknown to thee P 
Thou hear'st it now, — then, sweetest, spurn it not 

Julia. (Aside.) Within his eyes there is a gleam 
ray 
That seems like tenderness ; and then his voice,^* 

1 never heard such honied tones before ! 
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Yes, I will speak to him; — perchance, — perchance. 
If he knew all, he might become my friend; 
He might bestow his pm^e affection here. 
Nor rob me of the only dower that fate 
Hath left me in my self-respect and honor. 

MonU Come, turn thine eyes upon me, — let one 
glance, — 
One little glance, speak rapture to my soul ; 
Ev'n thus averted, fascination dwells 
Within their rays, and chains me to thy side ; 
O look on me ! Is it too much to ask ^ 

Julia. Signer, you see me helpless, — see me poor,. — 
Wretched, — but not impure ! O do not cause 
A bitterer sigh to swell my bursting heart ! 
Spare me ! I have a father and a brother, — 
For their sakes, spare me ! 

Mont. (Aside.) How doth her bearing teemi 

Above the garb of poverty she wears. 

(Takes her hand.) 
Strange, lovely being ! still we must not part, — 
O do not let me lose thee. Thou appeor'st 
Too like the vision of seme lov^cfy dnma. 
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I 



I fear to wake^ lest I behold thee not ! 
In thee^ enchanting one^ my heart hath found 
The full perfection of its wildest wish : 
Then let not cruel kindness and distrust. 
Repay the worship which my soul would yield. 
O see me ; I would kneel, most humbly kneel. 
For ^ne kind accent, — one assenting smile. 

Julia. O no, I must not listen! sense, and soul. 
And virtue, all are lost, if here I linger ; 
O for the love of heaven, let me fly ! 

{ Walter g enters.) 

Wal. (Aside.) What, Julia! Can it be ? Convend: 
here 
With some gay cavalier, while our sad hearts 
Were wrung with fears lest evil had befallen her. 

{Montorio retires.) 

Julia. Fdther, dear father, do not look so stem ; 
O do not wrong me with a single thought 
That would pronounce me worthless of thy love. 
Yes, I will bare my very soul to thee : 
One, only one, wild moment of despair 
And guilty weakness seized me, when I saw 
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he tempting flash of that betrayer's gold, 
nd thought upon thy wretchedness and want, 
[y Neither ! God forgive that moment's lapse, 
nd spare me such a trial again ; and if 
^e all must perish, let me be the first, 
or view the miseries I may not heal ! 

{Walherg embraces her.) 
Wal, Julia, I thank my God for this : more joy 
[lan I had thought would e'er be mine again 
ow thrills my soul. Oh, I would sooner hold 
ly sunk and desolate form unto my breast, 
id know thee virtuous, than be the lord 
' millions at this moment. Come, my love, 
asten to ease thy mother's anxious heart 

[Exeunt 



!£NE 4th. — ^Walberg's house; — Father Bertram an 
Father Anselmo discovered with Walherg. 

WaL Why do ye tempt me ? How can I renounce 
le faith my reason tells me is most true P 

K 
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Tis ye that fill my cup with agony, — 
That show the hright, enchanted land of joy. 
Yet har our entrance to its sunny height. 
And make our strain'd and dizzy sight turn hack 
With loath'd abhorrence to the foul reverse. 

F. Bert The terms do seem so easy unto me. 
Who am a faithful scion of the church : 
Now let me reason with thee, signor Walberg; 
I have thy weal at heart, most truly, — not alone 
The future, hut the present ; well I know 
The stings of poverty have gall'd thy soul; 
Thou must have found them hard indeed to bear. 
Thy wife, thy children, and thy father too. 
All, all to famish,— when a word from thee 
Might heap before their eyes a pile of gold; 
Think of their features stamp'd with cold despair; 
Their sickening days, their sleepless nights, and all 
Thou knoVst they must endure, — and thou as well. 
Wal. O wherefore wring my spirit thus ? I know,- 
I feel already all the biting ills 
Of penury too keenly ; pray forbear. 
And torture not, where ye may not subdue. 
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F. Ansel, This is the third time we have sought thee 
ovX, 
To place this fair alternative hefore thee : 
Thou must confess our church is merciful. 
Thy hot denial when thou first wert told 
Of these conditions^ shall not plead against thee. 
If thou wilt yet suhscrihe to them. 

F. Bert. Hast thou 

Indeed consider'd all that thou dost cast 
So scornfully away : the plenteous, prosperous doom 
Ofier'd to thine acceptance P — think again. 

WaL I know the worth of all I do resign ; 
I know the hateful contrast I must choose ! 

F, JinseL O, yet consider, now the chance is thine ; 
Thy family made happy, thine own soul 
Absolved from every sin, and placed within 
Salvation's holy pale : thy daughter, too. 
She seems a gentle and a duteous child. 
How know'st thou that she would refuse 
To ratify the compact ? 

Wal. O worsQ than all ! 

Ye are not fathers, or ye could not urge 

Y.1 
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Compliance from me, that a child so lored. 
So foiid, so gentle, and withal so fair. 
Should wither in a cloister's living tomb ! 
No, it shall never be ! 

F. Bert. How obstinate, — 

And oh, how lost ! 

Wal. Away ! my bitter fieite 

May be to know the worst extremity 
Of suffering want, — to see the forms I love 
Pine hourly away, — but so my soul's strong hope 
Beyond the tomb lives on, — I will bear all ! 

F. Ansel. Then be the consequences upon thy head, 
Obdurate man ! we leave thee to thy 6Eite ! 

IMonki retire. 

Wal. Aye, leave me, while my soul may yet be firm 
To spurn your dark temptations ! 

(A pause; — he paces up and down.) 

O my brain. 
My tortured brain ! what is the fire that preys 
Upon thee now P These struggles are too much ! 
My senses reel, — I do not feel myself; 
A strange emotion conquers every pulse. 
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d bids them throb to bursting, while my heart 

3S like an icy stone of deadening weight 

ithin my breast How wild is every thought, — 

I, all in chaos and disorder tost, — 

ithout one ray of light or hope to pierce 

le blacken'd gloom of madness and despair ! 

[Exit 



Scene dth — A Room in Walberg's House. 

alberg, Inez, Old Man, and Julia. — Walherg appears 
wild and strange; Inez observes him. 

Inez, This is the keenest woe of all ; — all else 
ere light to this ; — O what a fearful change ! 
used to gaze within his eyes, that met 
!ine own with gentle fondness, and that glance 
ould ever comfort in my worst distress : — 
ut now, oh how I shudder to behold 
is alter 'd bearing ; how I tremble now 
watch the wolfish glare within his eyes. 
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And list the stifled munnars^ which proceed 
Through teeth fast clench'd^ as tho' some purpose dread 
Entranced and wither*d every thought. 

Old M. My daughter. 

How is it that thou dost neglect me thus P 
Shame ! not to heed an old man's slender wants. 
Who will not he a trouhle to thee long. 

Inez. Father, we have, alas, hut scanty store. 
But thou art welcome to the whole. 

(Gives him provisions.) 
Wal. (Aside.) 'O heaven I 

In mercy save me, — save me from myself ! 
I know not what the demon of despair 
May urge me to ! 

(To his wife.) 

What, Inez, Inez, love ! 
Come hither ! dost thou love me ? how pale. 
How pale thou art, with sorrow and with want ! 
Thou lackest nourishment ! hast thou no food, — 
What none ? O gracious God ! must this he so ? 
And do I live to bless thee or to curse ? 

Inez. Forbear, thou speakest blasphemy, my love ! 
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Think not of me ; I'm sure thou hast not heard 
One accent of complaint from me ; — ^indeed, 
I grieve not for myself, but that our woes 
Should seem to alter ev'n thy very nature. 

Wal. Didst thou not say thou hadst no food ? — why 
look. 
That ravenous old man hath plenty now ! 

Inez. Nay, Walberg, *tis but little, — yet 'tis all ! 
Be thankful that thou hast e'en that for him ! 

Wed. But thou hast none ! Stay, father, Neither, hear ! 
Thou dost eat greedily, while none beside 
Have even a morsel ! 

Inez. And let us want 

That morsel, Walberg, ere he ever doth ! 
For shame, for shame ! is this the duteous son. 
The very pattern once of filial care ? 

WaL Father, dost hear ? Inez and Julia here 

Are famishing, while thou 

(Attempts to snatch away the victuals; Inez 
interposes. ) 
Everhard enters with a basket of provisions. 

Ever, (Seems exhausted.) What squabbling ! 
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Squabbling about your suppers ! here's enough 
To satisfy ye aU for days to come ! (Turns to go.) 

Julia. And thou, dear Everhard, wilt not thou partake 
The cheer thou bring'stP thou dost indeed seem faint, 
And ill, and weary. — 

Ever. Not to-night, dear Julia ! 

Let me repose, indeed I need it now ! 

[Exit 
Julia. O, dearest mother, didst thou not obsenre 
The deadly hue on Everhard's cheek, and how 
His footsteps seem*d to totter 'neath his weight P 

Inez. O what new sorrow would'st thou tell me of? 
Indeed I did not mark it,— >'tis perchance 
His mind that suffers keenly for our sakes. 
Dear boy ! how plentifully hath he found 
Supplies for all our wants ! — ^how kind, — how good ! 

Julia. Hark, mother ! Surely now I hear a moan, — 
And 'tis from Everhard's chamber. — 

Inez. O 'tis nought. 

Nought but the echo of that dismal wave. 
Which ever beats upon the ears of those 
Whom misery fills with boding and dismay ! 
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Julia. Again I hear it ! — listen, I beseech thee ! 

(Moans heard.) 
Indeed, 'tis Everhard ! — I will hasten to him. 

[Exit. 
Inez. Walberg!— our son ! — O rouse thee from this 
stupor, — 
Our Everhard is in peril ! — dost thou hear me ? 

{Julia returns.) 
Julia. O father, mother, loiter not, — he bleeds. 
He bleeds to death ! I saw the open'd veins 
Upon each arm, from whence a streaming tide 
Is issuing now ! — O, can no help be found ? 
Inez. (To Walberg.) Fly for a surgeon, while he 
yet hath breath ! 
How thick and threefold do our miseries come ! 

[Exeunt hurriedly* 
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Scene 6th. — The same. 

Walberg and Surgeon, 

Wal. I tell thee that it doth seem strange, most 
strange, — 
Thou wert the only man that would hestow 
Attention to my piteous prayer for help 
Unto the peril of my darling son ! 
They heard me sue, hut they would give no aid 
Because I was a heretic and poor ! 
But thou didst hasten at my first request ; 
And when my hoy's dim gaze was tum'd on thee, 
I mark'd there was a meaning glance that told 
Ye were not strangers, — nay, as tho* indeed 
There were some secret intercourse hetween ye ; 
And oh, helieve a father's anxious heart 
Can know no peace while aught remains untold. — 
Surg. Signor, thou art a German, and too warm 
For this disclosure, — I, a Spaniard, cool. 
Can reason better, — 'twill befit thee more 
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To hear of this to-morrow. But, Signor, mark me. 

Were I father, I would pray kind heaven 

To grant me such a son as yours ; — that youth. 

Albeit his heresy, has virtues in. him 

To save the souls of all his family 

If thrice condemned ! 

And now, I would depart. 
To-morrow I will see both him and thee ; 
Meanwhile believe, no danger threatens him ! 

[Exeunt. 



END OF ACT SECOND. 
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ACT III. 

ScENB 1st — ^A Garden, or retired Street. 

Moniario (alone). 
Yes ; vain hath been mine anxious daily watch ; 
No second glimpse hath ever blest my sight ! 
How have I gazed along the joyless streets. 
Though crowded, yet most desolate to me. 
To watch if I could trace her form again 
Among their windings ; — all hath been in vain ; — 
I even marvel at myself ;— time was - 
The witching eye of beauty lost its spell 
When once withdrawn, — but now my very soul 
Pines for another flash from those sweet eyes, 
£v*n should it be in anger ! Life itself 
Seems like a dreary blank, while fate withholds 
Her image from mine eager vision thus ! 
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(Father P$dro enters. ) 

F. Pedro, How now, my son ! thou seem'st to muse, 
and wear 
A sadder mood than is thy wont ; — ^'tis strange 
Por thee, Montorio, this thoughtful plight. 
Thou who wert always gayest of the gay ! 
And now I do bethink me, it is long 
Since I have seen thee at confessional: — 
Take heed, my son, and if thy mind is heavy, 
Unburthen it to me. 

MonU Father, in truth 

*Twonld be a harder task than thou dost think 
To name the nature of my grief to thee ; 
I do confess at times my thoughts have worn 
A sad and sickly hue ; meanwhile, believe 
I know not why or wherefore. 

F. Pedro. Strange indeed : 

Truly the best physician first must know 
The malady he would attempt to cure ; 
And I, the leech to sick and suffering souls. 
Must know the seat and nature of disease 
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I do not know the country or the name |" 

Of her who now hath taught me passion's sigh 

In bitter hopelessness. I do but know 

Her image hath most wond'rously entranc'd 

My very spirit, — that she is most fair. 

And innocent as morning's earliest ray ! 

F. Pedro, But know'st thou not her station ? 

Mont. No, indeed ! 

In mind she seem'd as tho' some wretched bl^ht 
Were cast upon its sweetest faculties: 
She did seem poor, — ^and yet she spum'd the gold 
With which ^but oh, I blush to tell it thee ! 

-P. Pedro, Unhappy, lovely, poor, — ^a stranger too ! 
And all these ills forsooth, were not enough ! 
Thou would'st have made her vile,— and thus o'erflow 
Her bitter cup of wretchedness ! O shame ! 

Mont, Forgive me, — pray, forgive. — Reproof, re- 
morse. 
My heart hath ever loudly whisper'd since. 

F, Pedro. 'Tis well it hath. What more can'st thoi 
impart 
Of this poor friendless one P 
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Mont, In trath no more 

Than that I know 'tis but her garb alone 
That bears a lowly aspect, for her air 
Might grace the splendid portals of a throne;. 
Where none were ever lovelier ! Would indeed 
I could withdraw this veil of mystery ! 

F. Pedro. What, then, if I could solve this doubtful 
point. 
And name the goddess of thy raptured sense ? 
For oh, I trace a strange similitude 
To one in whose most hapless fate I feel 
An interest far better than thine own ! — 
Poor Julia ! 

Mont. Julia was the name I heard 

One who appeir'd her father call her by ! 
Tell me, oh quickly ! what more thou know'st of her 
And of her ^UBoily f 

F. Pedro. I know all ; — ^that they 

Are Germans, and, tho' nobly bred, most poor. 

Mont. No matter! did she own a mine of wealth 
I could not prize her more ! 

F. Pedro, But then her faith-*- 
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She hath been reared in heresy^ my son. 

Mont The creed which she hath followed must Im 
good! 

F. Pedro, Why, then, it seems in very truth thine h(«it 
Is wholly fixed on her, and that no bar 
Will stay the progress of thy passion now.- 
If this be real, ye yet shall meet again. 
And that I trust in a more kindly season ; 
For this rely upon the Mendship, son, 
I bear both her and thee.^ 

Mont Thanks, — thanks sincerey — 

For this sweet promise ; it hath raised my hopes 
To a delicious height. O dream of bliss ! 
Should it be mine to teach her artless soul 
To glow with tenderness, — ^mine the task to aootfr 
The memory of her early griefis, and shield 
Her future course from every earthly ill ! — 
O, father, I am lost in this excess 
Of visionary happiness. 

F. Pedro. Go to ; — 

Thou art a foolish dreamer. 

Mont, But, remember* 

I have thy word, good father ! 
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F. Pedro, kye, thou hast ; 

I will not fail the promise I have made : 
Naj^ more^ there is a secret which to thee 
I will confide. Meet me to-morrow nighty 
An hour after vespers^ and till then^ 
Farewell, my son. 

Mont, Farewell ! thou hast my thanks 

For all thy confidence and zeal. [Exeunt. 



Scene 2nd. — Walherg's House. 
Walherg, Inez, Everhard, Julia, and Old Man. 

Wal. (Aside.) How can ye talk of reason? Can 
a ray 
Of human nature yet survive within me ? 
Am I not told my good and generous hoy 
Hath even sold his dear, his precious hlood 
To that cold-hearted surgeon,* to procure 
A meal to save us all from perishing ! 

* This incident is a fact. It occurred in a French family not many 
years ago. 

l2 



106 WALBBRO. 

Have I not seen my lovely daughter too. 
My virtuous child^ tremble upon the verge 
Of utter shame and ruin for our sakes ! 
And could I be a father, and possess 
A heart that knew one throb of feeling, yet 
Could know all this, and e*er sustain the shock ? 
No, no ! let reason totter on her throne, — 
Let even my wife behold me with distrust 
And shuddering fear ; — ^aye, — let her call me mad. 
And shun my very presence, — for the last 
And deadliest blow of fate hath surely struck 
The very centre of this bleeding heart ! 

Inez. (To the children, who appear to deliberate an( 

look towards their &ther.) 
O ask him not, — he will not counsel us ! 
Despair hath cast a dark and fatal blight 
O'er every ray that once illumed his mind ! 
*Tis hard indeed, — ^but tis your only hope ! 
O nerve your spirits therefore for the trial,-— 
Surely all kind and christian charity 
Hath not decay'd, — that some relenting hand 
May yet bestow a trifling alms upon ye ! 
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WaL (Aside. ) I hear it all, — they now go forth to beg ! 

(To his father.) 
id thou, old dotard ! what! dost thou do naught? 
se up, rise up ! and beg for us thyself, 
r thou must starve ! 

(Attempts to force the Old Man out» and deals 
blows, which Insz defends him from.) 
Inez. Unnatural, and lost, 

id impious man, withhold ! or kill me first ! 
stubborn heart, that can'st not break at onc^ ! 
Old Man, Ye never heard of aught like this before, — 
i never knew a corse that e'er could move 
ato the dismal place of its interment ; — 
id yet *tis mine to do*t,— for thus I go 
) find a grave, now earth hath done with me ! 

[Goes out 
Inez, O follow, children, follow, lead him back ! 
nd go not either of you forth to-night, 
bo' famishing and empty ; seek your beds, 
id try if sleep may visit ye, to lull 
be wretched pang no other power may sooth. 

[Exeunt 
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Scene 3rd.~-Another apartment. 

Walherg is discovered sitting down apparently weepiog; 
Inez enters, and sits down by bim. 

Inez, Now, Walberg, dearest ! wilt thou not attend ? 
(Aside.) O could I wake within his soul again 
The slumbering voice of nature, — for these tears 
Almost assure me that it hath not died. 

Wal. Inez, my love ! did I not hear thee speak ? 
Thy voice doth ever seem most sweet to me, — 
What would'st thou say ? Come nearer, — ^nearer yet; 

let me lean my throbbing temples, love. 

Upon thy bosom, ^now, — what would'st thou say ? 

Inez, Thank God ! thou cqpeak'st, my Walbeig, once 
again 
In thine accustom'd tones ; — I hail the change. 
And trust this moment is auspicious, love. 
To name to thee the horror I have felt 
In viewing the outrages thou dost commity — 
Which do not seem Oeur short of parricide ! 

WaL Nay, nay, impossible ! — ^what canst thou mean ? 

1 do not know to what thou dost allude ? 
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Inez. Your father, Walberg, — ^yoiir poor old fietther ! 

Wal. (Who smiles mysteriously.) 
ist, list, my Inez, let me whisper f ye — 
have no father ! he is dead, — long dead 1 

do remember that I buried him 
he very night I dug my mother's grave ! 
'he poor old man ! but 'twas the better for him, 
[e would have only lived to weep, and die, 
ike us, perchance, a cruel death, with hunger ! 
lut I will tell thee, Inez, 'tis a secret, — 
trange and incredible, — and yet 'tis true ; — 
uez, do'st hear ? I've sat and wonder'd oft 
That made the store of our provisions, love, 
o very small ; at last, I watch'd, — I watch'd, — 
nd what think'st thou I saw ? — ^but, recollect, 
t is a secret ! — I at last discover'd 
*hat an old wither'd goblin daily came 
nd ate up a)l before him ! — Yes, it came 
n the resemblance of an aged man, 
Uigged and wretched, — it devour'd all, 
Hiile we were forced to stand in hunger by ! 
V^e and our children I but I curst it, love, — 
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I Struck at, and I cfaated it, — Aye> in the name 

Of the All-powerful ! — and it is gone. 

O, Inez^ it was a fell^ devouring goblin ! 

But^ cheer thee^ it will never haunt us more ; 

Yes, we shall have enough again ! so now 

Thou need'st not look so horror-struck and pale ! 

Inez, (Aside.) Unhappy man! how misery hath 
scur^ 
The light of reason ii\ his wandering brain ! 
O let me try to soodi himr-'-and to pray. 
Lest grief and madness should disturb mine own ! 

WaL I see thou dost not credit me ! thou'lt say 
It is not true that there are forms that come 
In other guise to whisper in mine ears 
Their mockery and temptationi^t^ 'tis true ! 
Listen, my Inez, I will tell thee all !^ — 
I'll tell thee what they offiir me, ev*n now, — 
Riches, abundant riches, — gold and lands. 
Jewels and treasures, — an amaaing store I 
And all for what P — s trifle!— dost thou hear ?-^ 
My soul is all they ask for in exchange ! 

Inez, O for a guiding ray to trace between 
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The ravings of insanity and truth ! 
What dost thou— canst thou mean ? Be calrn^ I 
pray! 
Wal. Calm ? I am calm ! I tell thee it is true>-** 
Wealth, countless wealth, glitters within my grasp ! 
Inez. But said'st thou not 'twould place thy soul in 
peril? 

hear me, Walherg, — 'twas from thee I learnt 
The purest doctrines of thy faith, — in these 

1 wedded th0e,>T-flnd less in the frail hody 
Than in the immortal soul,-^for soon, full soon. 
We hoth of us may close our earthly course,-— 
But hear me, 'twas thyself that pointed out, — 
Not the false legends of fictitious saints,—- 
But the true glorious lives of those who were 
The martyrs and apostles of thy church. 
With thee I've read that they were destitute. 
Tormented, and afflicted. O shall we dare 

To murmur then if we are call'd upon 

To follow their examples ? They were spoiled 

Of all they had, exposed to wander too. 

In nakedness and hardship. Can we lament 
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Our own hard lot^ when oft our hearts have bum'd 
To read the record of their sujOfermgs, 
And their imdying faith P O what avails 
To feel for them, if we can stand no test ? 
We read of their imprisonment and flames. 
And when we closed the book, the cheerful meal. 
The peaceful bed awaited us ! nay, even 
We triumph'd in the thought that were, alas. 
These trials our own, we could like them resist ! 
Now, now I feel our hour indeed has come. 
And 'tis an hour sharp and terrible ! 

Wal. It is ! it is ! 

Inez, But shall we therefore shrL 

Thy ancestors, who were the very first 
To follow the reformed religion, they have bled 
And blazed for it, as thou hast often told me. 
And can a greater proof be given than this P 

Wal. Yes, I believe there can ! a stronger proo: 
'Tis that of starving for it ! Inez, I have felt. 
And feel ev'n now, that death upon the stake 
Were mercy when compared to all the pangs. 
The lingering tortures of protracted famine. 
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The death we suffer daily, — and yet live ! 
Bat what is this I hold P 

Inez. My hand, my love ! 

JVal. Yours ? impossihle ! Your hand was ever cool. 
And soft, but this — 'tis dry, it bums, 'tis fire,^- 
Is this a human hand P 

Inez. Indeed 'tis mine ! 

WaL Then thou art fisanishing ! 

Inez, No matter, love. 

We all have been so lately ; but for me, 
I suffer less than any ! when want arrives 
A mother thinks but on her children ! 

Wal. Hush ! 

What sound was that P 'twas like a dying groan. 

Inez. Nay, 'tis the children moaning in their sleep. 

WaL What do they moan for P 

Inez, Himger, I believe ! 

WaL And I,— oh, do I really sit and hear it P — 

(Starts up.) 
Hear their young sleep broken by himgry dreams. 
When for the speaking of a word alone 
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Mountains of gold might pile upon this floor ! 

And all for the poor risk 

Insz. Of what? of what? 

think of that ! and let us rather starve^ — 

Die, — rot hefore youi^ eyes, — ere thou shouldst seal 
Thy soul's perdition ! 

Wal. Hear me, woman, hear me! 

My soul is lost already I they who die 
In all the agonies of famine know no God, — 
And want none ! — and if I remain to perish 
Among my children, I shall surely curse 
The author of my being ! Inez, tremble not, 
But hear me, if I close with this strange offer, 

1 may yet repent, — ^yes, I may yet escape ; — 
On that side there is hope,— but on the other — 

O none, none, none ! Why dost thou cling so to me ? 

Thy touch is cold, and thou art wasted, love, 

£y'n to a shadow! O shew me but the means 

To get another meal for thee, and then 

111 spurn and spit upon the tempter I No, — 

*Tis no where to be found. Then let me go, — 
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Pray for me, Inez, wilt thou not ? — but no. 

Thy prayer would be reproach. O hold me not, — 

What! am I talking to a corse P {Inez swoons.) 

Thank God,— 
Thank God ! a word has kill'd her ! 'tis, perchance. 
An easier death than famine ! 'Twould have been 
But kind to strangle her with these same hands 
That oft have felt her warm and tender kiss 1 

Now for the children Hark, — I hear a sea. 

Roaring in thundering strength, whose thousand wares 
Are dashing at my feet, — and all are blood f 
Now for the children, — but, will they struggle P — 
Ha! will they supplicate ! I fear they will ; — 
111 tell them that their mother now lies dead,— 
Here, at my feet, — and then, what can they say P 
Hold now, — what answer shall I make to them. 

If they should cry for mercy P Tis enough, 

Their mother's dead, — and dead without a blow ! 

[Exit towards a chamber. 
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Scene 4th. — The same. 



WaL Men, men! what are your passions, your 
pursuits. 
Your struggles, and your triumphs, hopes, and fears ? 
Aye, look on me, — let all the world behold me ! 
Let them resign factitious wants and wishes, 
■And furnish those who hang on them for help 
With means, however slender, of subsistence : — 
There is no other care, no other thought ; — 
Aye, let your children call on ye for rank. 
For power, distinction, wealth,— and call in vain, 
1*11 hold you innocent! — they may find these them- 
selves, — 
Or want them if they list ! But let them not, 
O let them not e'er call in vain for bread. 
World, world, be wise, — and let your children curse, — 
Aye, curse ye to the face, — for aught but this. 
O ! 'tis the bitterest curse of all ! Most felt 
When least 'tis utter'd. Often have I felt it, — 
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But I shall never feel it more. 

{Inez moans.) 

Ha ! what means this? 
Does even a corse reproach me then for murder ? 
Or is there one surviving breath to curse 
For such a work ? (Loud knocking.) 

Now they are come ! 
Well, come ye in, or knock, or lift the latch. 
Or enter as ye list, — for here I sit. 
Amid the bodies of my wife and children. — 
Aye, — I confess it, — I have murder*d them ! 
I know ye come to drag me now to torture, — 
But never can your racks inflict 
A keener agony than seeing them die 

Before mine eyes with hunger. Come, advance, — 

Come in, — the deed is done ! behold the work ! 
I have nought further now to fear. 

(Enter Father Pedro and Mantorio.) 

I know, 
I know ye who you are, — ye come to seize me. — 
YeVe heard it, — I Ve confessed, — then why delay ? 
Drag me away ! I cannot rise and follow, — 
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I feel as if I had grown unto this teat^-^^ 

{Inez rises.) 

Ha ! a witness 
Hath risen from the dead against me now ! 
'Tis time to go ! (Attempts to rise.) 

F. Pedro. He's mad, — he doth not know ns : 

We have good news for thee; — we have the will, — 
Don Guzman's will, — the true one,-*-dost thou heed ? — 
The other was (the saints forgive my saying it) 
No hotter than a forgery^ You, and yours^ 
Are the true, rightful heirs to all his wealth. 

Inez, O joy, — O joy ! My Walberg, wilt thou speak 
Not stare so vacantly,— «-but speak to us ! 
We now are wealthy,— we may yet be happy.— 
Dost thou not understand? 

(Enter Everhard and Oid Man.) 

Wai. (Stares wildly at them.) Ha,-*-who are those f 

Inez. Your son, love> and your &ikef> and the 
priest,— 
The good and friendly priest ; — ^why look'st thou y^ 
So doubtfully upon us? 

Wal. What have they come for ? 
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Inez, They bring thee news of happiness and wealth ! 
Wal, Wealth ! wealth ! it comes too late ! — look there ! 

(Points to the chamber.) 
Inez. What means he ? Where's my Julia? — O my 
child! 
Surely a pitying Providence hath saved thee ! 

[Exit Inez and Montorio. 
Ever, (Aside.) My angel mother lives ! — then he 
but dreamt ! — 
Thank God ! his hands so trembled on our throats^ 
Else had his horrid purpose been fulfilled ! 

{Inez and Montorio return with Julia,) 
Wal, What ! do I see them ? Are they really living ! 
And am I not a murderer ? O God ! 
I thank thee that thou didst withhold the power 
From these enfeebled hands^ to execute 
The frantic dictates of my will ! And now 
I seem at once to waken from a dream^ — 
A dark, distressing, aye, an awful dream ! — 
And is it o'er ? — 

Inez, It is; I trust for ever! 

M 
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And now I see thy mind restored^ my love. 
This is the happiest moment of my life ! 

WaL Yes; all comes back upon my memory nowf 
Forgive me, children, father ! all, forgive ! 
Forget the hideous scenes that now appal 
My very soul to think on ! Let them be 
For e'er forgot,— or but recalled to jdeld 
A brighter contrast to our present bliss. 

{Father Pedro advances, presenting Mon^orw.) 

F.Pedro, Here, Walberg, here is one, who now 
through me. 
Would sue for one rich token of thy favor! 

Wal, Name thy request. 

F. Pedro, In poverty and want 

He would have chosen thy daughter over all 
The fairest, proudest, wealthiest of her sex ! 
His suit is honourable, — and his love 
Is pure and steadfast ; wilt thou then refuse 
Thy sanction to his passion P 

WaL No, in truth ! 

But Julia only can award consent. 
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F. Pedro, (Joins their hands.) 
Then thus she gives her answer. Bless ye both ! — 
May ye be happy, as ye well deserve ! 

Mont. (To Julia.) O, dry those tears, — now heaven 
hath heard my pray'r, 
And« yielded me the envied task to chase 
Th* obscuring drops for ever from thine eyes ! 

Julia. Believe, these tears are sweet, — they fall 
for joy ! 

Inez. O surely such a rising mom of bliss 
Were more than worth the black and cruel night 
We've pass'd to reach it ! 

F, Pedro. My friends, my friends ! 

Be ye all happy. Indeed ye have full cause 
Now to rejoice, — aye, now indeed to triumph ! 
For your sakes, I could almost love the faith 
Ye honour so well ! Yes, now at last rejoice ! 
Ye have been tried, as few have been before, 
Ev'n in the sharpest furnace of affliction ; 
Exposed to all the bitterest woes of life ; 

M 2 
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Misfortune's measure heap'd and overflowing ; 
These have ye struggled with, — aye, these endured,- 
And, harder conquest still, through all assail'd. 
But never, never conquer'd, hy Temptation ! 



KND OF THE DRAMA.. 



THE FEMALE TOURNAMENT. 



BRING fresh boughs to wreathe my lyre, — 

It hath worn these faded leaves too long ; 
They have sadden'd its tone, and quench*d its fire, — 

O bring fresh wreathes for a brighter song ! 
Now, now awaken each gladdening chord. 

Responsive and free be thine echoing tone. 
There's a joyful spirit around thee pour'd, — 

O mingle its essence with thine own ! 

Too much of sorrow thy strings have told, — 
Too much of grief hath hanker*d there ; 

O shim those images, dark and cold. 
And each warmer sympathy seek and share. 
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O believe not, if thought carries pain on its wings, 
That in musing can ever a bahn he found ; 

No ; the truest of wisdom is that which springs. 
From catching each sun-ray when storms abound. 

O what are more dark than the sands of the seaP 

Yet there, even there, brightest jewels are strewn ; 
And wit is more poignant, and joy hath more glee. 

When to life's darker shadows their contrast is shewn; 
And even if thorns with each flower up-spring, 

'Tis a cowardly hand but would boldly advance ; 
And each prize thus snatch'd from what fate would wring 

From our struggling grasp, will its pleasures enhance. 

Then breathe, thou l3rre ! for a lay is thine. 

Merry and wild, and wax-ward too. 
Of a scene which the shores of the flowery Rhine 

Beheld long ages ago, — but true ; 
The story hath record on history's page. 

To bequeath us a smile 'mid its colder lore,— 
A gleam of that bright, chivalric rage 

Which bums in our bosoms, alas, no more ! 
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In Germany then, when feuds and frays. 

And lawless ravages shook the land ; 
When each lordly baron was forced to raise. 

Of knights and vassals, a powerful band. 
To protect the safety of castle or fort. 

And fan the flame of that warlike fire. 
While their time was past in each daring sport 

Which then would chivalry's sons inspire. 

'Twas their's to rouse, with the huiitef's zest. 

The wild boar from out his entangled lair ; 
To scoflT at all danger, when, madly prest, 

His tusks might be closed in the foremost there ! 
At eve they assembled, a goodly train, 

'Mid circling cups and a teeming board. 
Detailing each gallant feat again. 

And shewing each trophy which pride had stored. 

And bright eyes were also beaming there. 
To repay their toils with a grateful glance. 

Or lead their steps, with bewitching air. 

To thread each maze of the sprightly dance. 
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And^ nobler far^ in their breasts swell'd high 

The thirst for glory and victory's meed^ 
But the spell was still in each beautiful eye. 

Which lighted with praise at each valorous deed. 

Yes ; then the high hope of each belted knight 

Was given to the lists of the bright toumay ; 
And triumph would thrill with a dear delight. 

As the,ptize from a fair hand was carried away. 
And the theme of their minstrels' inspiriting song. 

With chivalry's conquests was proudly entwin'd ; 
And long shall a charm to their numbers belong, 

Tho' the spirit that woke them hath darkly declined ! 

And each feminine bosom acknowledged its power, 

r 

And the same glowing ardour ran wild in their veins. 
For it happened, when once from a ducal tower 

All its masculine tenants had fled to the plains. 
Where the chase had enticed a protracted delay, 

That their ladies a fanciful project plann'd. 
To while the long hours of their absence away. 

By holding a tournament, lofty and grand ! 
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Tlie scheme was entrancing! and straightway they 
hade 

Their pages each war-horse in haste to prepare^ — 
And the armory's stores are as quickly display'd^ 

And the helmet shines hright o'er their clustering hair ! 
And the glistening mail o'er their hosoms is laced. 

And dauntlessly home are the spear and the shield ; 
Ko crest is forgotten, no corslet misplaced, — 

And each dame, with her steed, is equipped for the 
field! 

But, oh I 'tis a charmed lyre alone 

That could rightly depicture so stirring a scene. 
As the call of the trumpet's pealing tone 

Gave loose to the valour that glow'd in each mein. 
Then holdly they rush'd, in their martial career. 
With a zeal that their lords could have scarcely sur- 
pass'd, — 
And soon rent was each hanner, — and shatter'd each 
spear^ — 
While o'er their hright armour the blood trickled 
fast 
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Still hotly they prest ! and no feminine fear 

Blanch'd each delicate cheeky or the strife subdued, 
But the dauntless defiance rung boldly and clear^ 

And the challenge and charge are as often renewed ! 
And long^ with invincible ardour^ they sought 

To maintain the gay combat with honour and pride,— 
Nor till nature^ grown faint, no more energy brought, 

Were their coursers abandoned, or arms laid aside. 

Twas strange to behold, when the hunters sped home. 

Their amazement, as each noble charger they view'd 
Whose trappings were cover'd with dust and with foam 

While traces of turmoil around them are strew'd : 
For many a bright lance was shiver *d that mom. 

And broken was many a faulchion fair. 
While pennons and plumes lay disfigured and torn, — 

The remains of a conflict so recent there ! 

Nor, as wont, when they hastily rush*d to their hall. 
No feminine greetings accosted their eiars. 

And by echo alone is responded their call. — 
No ladye-love, smilingly joyful appears ! 
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*Tis strange ! and they eagerly search through the 
tower. 

But each costly apartment is vacant and drear ; 
O in vain is inspected each feminine hower. 

For in none their lost treasures in safety appear. 

But at length, when devoid of hope, they seek 
The walls of their armoury's glittering store. 

The prizes are found ! hut pale is each cheek. 

And in some the hright tresses are matted with gore ! 

What a sight to hehold ! as they husily sought 

, To staunch the red wounds that those tresses con- 
cealed; 

Tho* no murmuring lip with disclosure is fraught. 
Yet their motley apparel the secret revealed. 

And he, the high lord of that ducal tower, 

Half-sigh'd and half-smil'd at the scene which he 
met, 
Tho' his heart's dearest pulse own'd the same thrilling 
power. 
That had urged each fair matron her sex to forget. 
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And with noble applause be tbeir fervour extoll'd, 
And decreed tbat ricb gifts on tbeir lords should be 
pour'd. 

And to them fair donations of jewels and gold^ 

For a deed which on chivaliy's page should be stored. 

And as singly bis bounty was heap'd on each dame, 

It happened tbat she whose courageous brow 
Had been foremost that day in the struggle for fame,— 

Whose blood had been readiest and latest to flow, — 
Was a maiden who boasted no lineage high 

To swell the warm current that flow'd in her veins. 
But a port more majestic, or loftier eye. 

Might never be found in the proudest domains. 

"With a modest assm*ance, she sought to decline 

The gifts unbecoming her rank or her state^ 
And no husband she own'd unto whom to assign^ 

The honour or meed which for her might await 
But the duke was surprised at her scruples so meek^ 

And begg'd that some boon might be craved by her, 
Wherein any wish of her heart could seek 

For aught that his bounty would gladly confer. 
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Bat still she persisted each boon to refuse^ 

Her station possess'd all her prayers could need, — 
But she falters, — she blushes, — at length she sues 

For another, her own long-rejected meed. 
She names him ! — she owns 'tis a youth whom she loves \ 

And the wish is as promptly complied with as pour'd^ 
And her bosom with trembling rapture moves. 

For her imion is granted with him she adored ! 

O Love ! thou art even omnipotent here, — 

No earthly perfection can dwell without thee ! 
Thou canst point with thy spell the rugged .spear. 

And brighten the radiance of chivalry ! — 
Thou canst nerve the weak arm, or the tender heart,. 

Or add a strength to the mailed wrist, — 
O all things are happy, where'er thou art. 

In the bower, the grove, or the tilted list 1 



THE TRAVELLER'S RETURN. 

" I came to the place of my birth and said, — ' The friends of 

my youth, where are they?' — and echo answered — * Where ue 

they?'" 

Arabian M88. 



He trod the desert's burning plain ; 

He braved the Simoom's blast; 
The hot winds whirl'd o'er him, in vain, — 

Onward the traveller past. 

For thoughts of home his soul up-rais'd, — 
His boyhood's long-lost home — 

These sooth'd him, when the red sun blaz'd,- 
These urged him still to roam. 

These, with soft tenderness, had woo'd 

0*er many a stormy track, — 
Nor tempest's rage, nor billowy flood, 
» Could turn that wanderer back. 
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And now the pain, the toil is past, — 

And on his native plain 
At length his tear-dimm'd eye is cast 

In thankfulness again ! 

O memory had not fkiPd ! — that scene 

Familiar traces wore ; 
It seem*d as but a day had been. 

Since thus he gazed before. 

But whence the sudden look of woe ? — 

Whence shook that manly breast ? 
Should mournful thoughts their shadow throw> 

To mar an hour so blest P 

— ^'Tis true he stood upon the spot 

Yeam'd for through such long hours, — 

But tones of welcome greet him not, 
Ev'n *mid his native-bowers ! 

He look'd for many a friends* loved form, — 
He call'd on many a name,— 
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No bounding steps his heart-pulse warm. 
No answering voices came ! 

And in his spirit's anguish then. 
Deep sobs, unstifled, broker- 
As, turning from that scene again. 
His sorrow wildly spoke : — 

" Where are ye now, ye fond and true ? — 

In vain I call, — in vain ! 
Dim echoes float each valley through,— 

Ye answer not again ! 

God ! thou knowest how long my heart 
Hath panted, pined for this : 

1 never deem'd one charm could part 
From my far home of bliss. 

Down, foolish heart ! thus ends thy chains- 
Forget the dream that brought 

Gladness to years of toil and pain, — j 
It was my home I sought ! 
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Where is it now ? — Not here ! — not here ! 

Not on my birth's lone shore, — 
My home — 'tis in an unseen sphere. 

Where my friends have gone before ! 



THE DEAD. 

" The dead are like the stars by day ; 
— ^Withdrawn from mortal eye, 
But not extinct, they hold their way 

In glory through the sky. 
Spirits from bondage thus set free, 
Vanish amidst immensity, 
Where human thought, like human sight, 
FaHs to pursue their trackless flight" 

J. MOVTOOMBBT. 



Ye fade from our sight ! and we know no more 
Of the course ye follow ;— the grave's dim shore 
Is set between us and the fathomless sea 
Where ye sink, 'mid the waves of etemi^ ! 

N 
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We lose all trace of your far-bound flight ; 
O'er our mental vision, the shades of night 
Ever in darkness to robe ye fall, — 
^nd we may not lift the miearthly pall ! 

Tis not for our yearning breasts to know 
The bourne where your steps are wandering now : 
To the love that on ye still loudly calls. 
No soothing answer on echo falls. 

In vain each dream ! for your sojourn here 
Hath been but to lead to an endless sphere ; 
And not till we join ye there, may flee 
The veil of each pierceless mysteiy ! 



THE 

MOUNTAIN OP THE TWO LOVERS. 



An old tradition, — jet how sweet 

If it but tell of love! 
And how his earthly sway presides 

All other powers above. 
The toils that thirst for sordid gain,— 

The pride that urges on 
The statesman's zealous eloquence, — 

The warrior s daring frown,— 
Are nothing to the magic ties 

That Love hath wound among 
The very chords that thrill the breast. 

Ne'er to be coldly wrung. 
The hopes that lure to glittering wealth. 

Or honor's laurell'd shrine. 
The poet's trust of deathlessness. 

Wrapt in his gifted line ; 

n2 
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Even the exciting power that fills 

The freeman's yearning sigh. 
When dark oppression's thralling wand 

Waves o'er his liberty, — 
Are weak to the deep energies, — 

The strength that may not fail, — 
With which his votaries are inspired 

By love; — but hear my tale : — 



On Sicily's romantic shore. 

Where the orange branches twine. 
And the harvest's teeming store 

Mingles with the weeping vine ; 
Where the bright pomegranate's bloom 

Lifts its beauties to the sim. 
Breathing forth in each perfume 

By the hovering zephyr won ; 
Where the chesnut-blossom towers 

Like a coronal of snow. 
And the olive's shadowy bowers 

Are sacred to the lover's vow ; — 
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On that fair shore, by genius blest, 

Adom'd by nature's lavish gifts. 
By art enrich'd, by fate carest, 

A rude the' noble mountain lifts 
Its shelvy sides, — and at its base 

Once stood a gay pavillion, — 
And there a baron dwelt, whose race 

Had long to wealth and fame been known; 
And proudly did that lord essay. 

To swell with every pomp his state. 
And flattery smiled upon his way. 

And blessings crowded on his fate. 
But oh ! the dearest joy he knew. 

The richest boon thatiieaven had sent, 
Was a fair being, that, in his view, 

Seem'd graced by all that beauty lent 
Unto her favor'd sex, — and all 

The dictates of his haughty love 
Upon that beauteous child would faU, — 

While she, with winning fondness, strove 
His proud affection to repay ; 

And if a cloud obscured his brow. 
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Twas hers to cheer its gloom away. 

By arts that love alone can know. 
And long the sweet serenity 

Of peace lit up her smiling mien ; 
And then a shade stole o'er her glee, 

A paleness o*er her cheek was seen. 
And from her lip no more was heard 

The gladdening tones 'twas wont to pour ; 
And feelings in her heart seem'd stirr'd 

That never were awoke before. 
O ! it was love ! — that sudden change 

That blanch'd that maiden's cheek with woe,- 
'Twas love that quell'd her spirits* range. 

And thrill 'd her breast's tumultuous flow; — 
^Twas love ! and even for one she knew 

Her father's blood would spurn with pride ; 
Since none unmark'd by rank might sue 

To be unto his house allied ; 
Yet still her own bold peasant-love 

Seem'd dearer, nobler in her eyes ; 
For him, how gladly could she prove 
Of trial aught, or sacrifice. 
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One smile from him was like the ray 

Which over midnight-darkness breaks. 
And other ties seem torn away 

When the young heart with passion wakes. 
And dreading less a parent's frown 

Than a whole life from love apart. 
She at his feet knelt humbly down. 

And own'd the secret of her heart 
Presumptuous girl ! she little knew 

The force of long ancestral pride. 
Or she had never dared to woo 

Consent to be a peasant's bride. 
O all in trusting innocence— 

The fond avowal had been made; 
But fearful to each trembling sense 

The anger which her sire displayed ; 
And, for the first sad time, she shrank 

From the resentful glance he wore ; 
And bitter words, like arrows, sank 

To rankle in her bosom's core. 
For ne'er till then his lip had known 

Other to her than accents smooth ; 
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And ne'er till then his brow had shewn 

A*pang which she must fidl to sooth. 
And tears, the tears of anguish, stole 

The lustre from her azure eyes. 
But love had triumphed in her soul ; 

And love a strength thro' all supplies ; 
And tho' she wept, her heart was bow'd 

Irrevocably to that spell : 
And all that^duty disallow'd 

Was yielded to the oracle 
Of pleading love, — and thus she met 

That being oft in stolen bliss. 
Who had awoke such sad regret, 

And such extatic happiness. 
Often they met^ — and deeper sank 

The warm impression o'er their hearts ; 
And deeply each young spirit drank 

The tide which passionate love imparts. 
But they were far from happy, — she 

Must bear her sire's stem reproof, — 
And vainly weep again ; — and he. 

In turning to his humble roof. 
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Had but to curse its lowly state. 

And breathe the vain, incessant pray'r 
That fortune might illume his fate, — 

That her he loved that fate might share. 
But for his fair and gentle love, 

Tho* noble suiters woo'd her smile. 
Her constancy no art could move. 

And none her coldness could beguile. 
And still unweariedly she sought 

To soften her proud parent's scorn. 
And bid him lend a mOder thought 

To the fond creed her heart had worn. 
And there were many who admired 

Her patience and her constancy. 
Who knew the youth whom fate inspired 

To win her yoimg idolatry : 
Who knew him worthy the rich prize 

That they would crave for modest worth. 
Reckless of worldly pageantries, — 

The pomp that springs alone from birth : 
And to that haughQr baron's ear 

Their philanthropic hopes were pour'd ; 
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His quick resentment woke no fear. 
As thus was given his answering word :— 

'' And has the dastard minion dared 

To urge ye thus for him to sue : 
Too long my clemency hath spared 

The meed to such presumption due ! 
Is't not enough a father's joy. 

His proudest hopes, should all he marr'd 
By this ignohle peasant boy, — 

That even by such my child's regard 
Hath servilely been won ? but, since 

Ye say his bearing is not low ; 
That many daring deeds evince 

His soul above his fortunes flow : 
Bear him this mandate, — say, at length. 

That tired of importunity, — 
If love endues his heart with strength. 

It surely shall be his to try 
A noble enterprize, to win 

The object of his bold desire : — 
'Tis this, — ^his folding arms within. 
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His dauntless spirit shall aspire^ 
To bear her form, through danger's frown. 

Up yonder mountain's verging side ; 
And if its loftiest height is won. 

He then shall claim her for his bride !" 

And thus they heard, with deep regret. 

The irony that mark'd his speech ; 
For well they knew, no mortal yet 

That rock's stupendous height could reach. 
But to the ardent youth they bore 

Their bitter tidings, — and 'twas strange 
To see the glow of hope that o'er 

His spirit seem'd at once to range, — 
'Twas even as though his pride, his love. 

Rejoiced such enterprise was his. 
That might the deep devotion prove 

Which could not shrink from even this ! 
And much they marvell'd, as he tum'd 

On them his bright confiding brow. 
Which with impatient ardour bum'd. 

And heard him breathe his resolute vow 
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To win the treasure of his soul 

Through the dread trials ordain'd hy hate, 
And no forehoding presage stole 

Upon his mind^ with hope elate. 
Then to that proud domain he prest. 

And there a tremhling form appear'd. 
Who sprung to meet his heaving breast. 

While the sweet tones, which love endear*d. 
Fell rapturously on his ear : 

And surely it was joy to prove. 
Her bosom own'd no woman's fear 

Superior to her woman's love ! 
And wrathfully that baron tum'd 

His eye upon the hapless pair. 
And raved his child, — ^then hotly spum*d 

The being who held her firmly there 
In love's supporting clasp; — in vain 

He sought to rend that fond embrace, — 
The die was cast,— and ne'er again 

Could fate those wreathing arms displace. 
And tho' imploring crowds were there. 

To urge that parent to recall 
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A fiat which must surely bear 

Such terror to the hearts of all. 
Their efforts were in vain ; and now. 

With foaming rage he tiim'd aside. 
And bade the mount's terrific brow 

Their union or their death decide. 
Thus roused to stirring energy. 

The venturous stripling moved away. 
Followed by many a tearful eye. 

Which sought his dangerous course to stay. 
And like a feather's weight he bore 

His lovelv burthen : and ekch limb 
Possessed a strength unknown before : 

No obstacles impeded him. 
As up that mountain's jutting side 

He sprung with more than mortal skiD, 
As tho' some power were then supplied. 

To bid him the harsh task fulfil. 
And with a wondering rapture, gazed 

Upon his toil ; the crowd beneath. 
And tho' as yet were safely traced 

Each slippeiy verge, — their stifled breath 
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Told the intense anxiety 

With which his bold career was view'd. — 
But nature weakens! — now they see. 

With blanching cheek and curdling blood. 
The quivering of his manly frame:- 

His step its eager bound had lost, — 
No longer the strange vigour came 

When pray'd for, and when needed most 
For now the loosening stones refuse 

A moment's foothold, — yet through all 
He still his clambering course pursues ; — 

He staggers ! — but he does not fall ! 
Again ! the rolling fi-agments now 

Must hurl them from that fearful height : — 
But no ! destruction's threatening brow 

Is still escaped, — for boughs invite 
His fainting grasp, — ^and clinging fast. 

The peril now he calmly view'd ; 
And as those awful moments passed. 

An added strength each nerve imbued. 
And now they marvel to behold 

The daring speed with which his course 
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Was bome, — that, prosperous as bold. 

Each danger 3delded to the force 
Of such intrepid power ; — and even 

The frowning summit he nears, — and soon. 
One long and vigorous effort given. 

The height is reach'd ! — the prize is won ! 
And there their graceful forms reclined 

Prostrate upon the level steep. 
And nought their clinging clasp untwined, — 

And minutes pass, — but still they keep 
One attitude of noiseless rest; 

And then that proud, revengeful sire. 
Unto the sUent throngs exprest 

His baffled rage, his burning ire ; 
And bade them even then essay 

Those wreathing forms apart to tear. 
And there were some, in whom the sway 
. Of syqipathy o*ercame each fear. 
And led them, tho' by easier tracks. 

To climb the dread acclivity, — 
No cumbering weight their toils relax. 

And soon they gain the spot, where lie 
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Those faithful lovers ; — but in vain 

They sought with kind compassionate care 
To wake to consciousness again 

Each heart that slumber'd sweetly there. 
And seeing them pause, in anger wild. 

Again that lord's stem mandate rung. 
To separate his heedless child 

From the fond arms around her flung. 
But one — an aged man — who leant 

With sOvery locks above t^em, said. 
In tones which through each heart-pulse went, 

" Ye cannot part them, — they are dead !" 



ON THE 

PORTRAIT OF A YOUNG GIRL. 



There is a brightness in thine eye8> 

A sunshine on thy brow, — 
Such lustre round thee, as alone 

Life's morning hour can throw. 
The smile upon the sunny lip. 

The look of careless glee. 
All from one only charm have birth— ^ 

The breast's serenity \ 

— And can it be, that time should blight. 

And sorrow should impair. 
With lingering thorns upon thy heart. 

The sunny radiance there ? 
O can it be, thy beauty's bloom 

Must feed care's hidden worm, — 
And that the cold world's many wrongs. 

Should bow thy gentle form P 
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It must be so ! such earthly doom 

Fulfilled by all must be ;— 
O, who shall sojourn here, and feel 

His soul unfetter d, free ? — 
O hope it not ! as time shall pass 

Sad changes o'er thy heart. 
Shall bid the rainbow feelings there 

In bitterness depart. 

If I could gaze upon thy face 

Ere many years shall flow. 
Too surely should I look in vain 

For the light around thee now. 
How many are the hidden shoals 

On which thy woman's heart 
Shall trust hope's radiant bark, and weep 

To watch its light depart. 

For love will watch to gain thy soul 
With many flattering snares ; 

And having won thy sweetest smites. 
Will turn their course to tears. 
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And falsehood's mask of friendship too. 

Within thy guileless mind 
Shall leave a lesson, deeply graved. 

Of dark distrust behind. 

And sorrows, ev*n more sure than these. 

Upon thy breast will prey. 
When the dim voice of death shall call 

Thy childhood's friends away. 
And tears for them, tho* vainly shed. 

Thy pillow yet must blot. 
Thro* the long, lonely hours of night. 

When slumber tarrieth not I 

Or it may be thy lot, to know 

Sickness and trying pain ; 
And woo the happy boon of health 

Unto thy cheek in vain. 
Or spared in this, — :how wide the chain 

Which fate may weave for thee,^ 
Link'd by the varied griefs, that mark 

Our happiest destiny. 
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Endugli, enough ! — a sadness steals 

Upon me as I gaze^ 
And picture thus the doom that waits 

Thy pathway in life's maze. 
— ^Yet, wherefore should I mourn ? If all 

Earth's flowers bloom 'd sweetly here, 
O would our longing spirits thirst. 

As now, for a holier sphere ? 



it 
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Oh, scorn him not ! the strength whereby 
The patriot girds his heart to die, — 
Th' unconquerable power which fiUs 
The freeman, battling on his hiUs, — 
AU have one fountain, deep and clear. 
The same whence gush'd that child-like tear !" 

Mb 8. Hem Airs. 



It was an old remembrance, — 
A thought j^f other days, — 

A dream of by-gone bliss, which now 
O'er his lone spirit strays. 
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— He thought upon his long-lost home^ "** 

Upon the quiet hearth 
Where past (ev'n like a fairy^dream) 

His childhood's careless mirth. 

And hack upon his heart there came 

Those tones of tender sway. 
With which his mother's voice so oft 

Had chased his gloom away ; 
And those meek eyes^ long closed in death. 

And sweet, tho* mournful hrow. 
With strange distinctness, swept before 

His soul's lone musings now ! 

Oh ! in the exile's ruin'd heart 

One feeling never dies, — 
But wakes, with an unhlighted spell. 

Its tenderest sympathies : 
Howe'er his restless mind may range. 

Or wandering footsteps roam. 
Still strongly dwells the deathless love 

Of country and of home ! 



STARS OP NIGHT. 



Stars of night ! your realm on high. 
Hold ye thus eternally! 
Ever have I loved to -gaze 
On your softly-heaming rays>— 
Ever loved your course to scan. 
In its own mysterious plan, — 
Ever loved to track your ways. 
Thro' heaven's unfathomahle maze ; — 
All in vain ! — ^Ye are to me 
A marvel and a mystery ! 

Stars of night ! oh, are ye sent 

To gi-ace the shadowy firmament ? 

Do ye shine alone to he 

The lamps of dim obscurity ? 

Or are ye worlds of splendour bright. 

Peopled with breathing life and light ?- 
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Worlds of bliss ? — or those which know. 
Like ours, both happiness and woe ? 
We know not ! Wisdom's self must be 
Baffled in such scrutiny ! 

Stars of night ! still, still ye shine, — 
Countless myriads divine ! 
Sail ye on your bright career. 
Ye belong not to our sphere ! 
Ye are Sentinels of Heaven, 
Whose brightness unto ye is given ; 
And ye lavishly dispense 
Living glory drawn from thence. 
Fadeless splendour, quenchless light. 
Dwell around ye. Stars of night I 




THE FATE OF ALL. 



Mourn ye that o'er my youthful hrow 

The shades of sorrow fall, — 
That core hath stamped dark traces there? 

It is the fate of all ! 

It is the fate of all, to see. 
Like us, life's hlossoms fade ; 

And weep, as we have vainly wept, 
0*er hope and trust betray *d ! 

Then deem not that for us alone. 
Fate weaves this withering thrall, — 

Oh, sorrow hath a clay-cold touch. 
To chill the hearts of all ! 
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